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OR , THE  MAN  W THE  BAG. 


The  mail  thief  was  going  to  stab  Young  King  Brady.  Clara  gave  the  signal.  Open  went 
the  transom  and  Old  King  Brady  appeared.  Leveling  his  revolver  at  Dalton,  he 
shouted :  “Stop!  If  you  injure  that  boy,  I  will  shoot  you!” 
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No  :•!  HOW  TO  HUNT  AND  FISH.- 
iiunting  and  fishing  guide  ever  published, 
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-The  most  complete 
It  ;  contains  full  in- 


illustrated,  ’Every  bby,;skopld  know  how  to  row  and  sail  a  ibotir 
Lull  instructions  are  given  in  this  little  book,  together  with  in¬ 
structions  on  swimming  and  riding,  companion  sports  to  boating. 

No.  47.  HOW  TO  BREAK,  RIDE,  AND  DRIVE  A  HORSE.— 
.4.  complete  treatise  on  the  horse.  Describing  the  most  useful  horses 
tor  bust aess,  the  best  horses  for  the  road;  also  valuable  recipes  cor 
diseases  peculiar  to  the  horse.  ^  *  , 

No.  48.  HOW  TO  BUILD  AND  SAIL  CANOES— A  handy 
^ook  for  boys,  containing  full  directions  for  constructing  canoes 
r.ad  the  most  popular  manner  ci  sailing  them.  Fully  illustrated, 
kiy  G  Stansiield  Hicks. 

FORTUNE  TELLING. 

V.  NAPOLEON'S  ORACULUM  AND  DREAM  BOOK  — 
Containing  the- great  oracle  of  human  destiny  ;  *alst>  the  true,  mean- 
|xi g  of  almost  any  kind  of  dreams,  together  with  charms,  ceremonies, 
ous  games  of  cards.  A  ico  , 

is v  23.  HOW  TO  EXPLAIN  DREAMS— Everybody  dreams, 
Te  little  child  to  the  aged  man  and  woman.  .  This  little  hook 

- ■  —  :-i~  lucky: 
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No.  2,  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS— The  great  book  of  :.s|u  v*  9 
card  tricks,  containing  full uusumpion  of  all  the  leading  card  trice  " 
6Ft%  day  ,  Bp:|hji,; most  popujiar^magical  illusions  as  performed  b 
our  leadi4g''ii)4g%ians  ;  every  boy  should  obtain  a  copy  ot  To>? 
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ire  life  will  bring  forth,  wbefchet;'fti%j«’§s>:  or 
misery /wealth,  or  poverty.  You  can  tell  by  a  gia3^;%,  o  ttle 
ok.  ii  .  one  and  be  convimc-d.  ...-Tell  yn-UT. •  foKijniv  .  Tell 
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Contaioiu^  rules  for  telling  fortunes 'tw  The  .aid- oh,  the  lni^k-..;Of  tlie 
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■  Nr-  *  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  A  1MILETE.— Giving  ;kur  me 
arructuM.  for  the  use  of  dumb  bells,  Indian  clubs,  . parallel  bats, 
fcr  ,  and  various  other  methods  of  ;  tie v^lopuig  ^.-.good, 

health-’-  muscle  : -containing  over  sixty  i  iUBbvaBoh's.'  .  Plvery  ^M.x*an 
heeomei- st ron^.gud' Wealthy  by  following,  the-  im  ^  .  ^taumd 
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N.0.  10.  HOW  TO  BOX. — The  act  of  self-defense  ftnu  - 
t  ut!'  --’  ’  mg  over >J.hirtv  illustra'ions  ot  guards,  blows,  a n cl, f lie  difEm j 
;  ;  .  ;D ;.v’ns  of.' ti  good  boxer.  Every  boy  should  obtain'  one  ,\A 
T  :ul  andwi:nst motive  books,  as  it  will  teach  you  ho)\  to 

insn  u  !  -i'is  for.  all  kinds  of  gymnastic  sports  and  athletic  exerfosesi 
r.ml-ra  ng  thirty-five  illustrations.  By  Professor  W.  ^lacupnayiL:, 
i  h >•: n d \  and 'useful  book. 

84.  HO\v  TO  FENCE. — Containing. -f  nil  instruction  for 
md  the  nstTof  the  broadsword :  also  instruction  in  archery. 

al  illustrations,  giving  the  best 
ook. 
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tions  for  play |ng  all  ahe  stand- 
together  with  rules.' and  systems 
al  bowling  rtf  the.  United 
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H >  TRICK H  WITH  CAR DS. — Containing 
;•  1 1  .principle*  of  slelglit-of-hand  applicable; 
s  of  cat! I  i"  1  with  ordinary  cards,  and  not  requiring 
hand;  of  tricks  evolving  sleight  of-hand,  Or  the.  use  of 
prepared  cards.  By  Professor  Iladner,  With^. illtfstra- 

HOW  TO  DO  BIXTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS  Em¬ 
it  of  the  latest  and  most  deceptive  caru  tricks,  with  il- 
s,  Bv  A-  Anderson. 

HOW  TO  DO  FORTY  THICKS  WITH  C-ARDB.- 
}  deceptive  Card  Tricks  as  pe*ft>rtnefl, by  loading  <iinjurer* 
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authentic  explanation  of  second*'S|g?  . 

No.  d3.  HOW  TO  BECOME  4,  .M^ClIClAN.^Oontalning 
grandest  assortment  of  magical  ;  evor  'placed  mr#.  bD  . 

•public.  Also  tricks  with  cards,  in  carillons,  ,e:c. 

No.  68.  HOW  TO  DO  CHEMICAl/f’IMCKS.— Coniain.ug  ewe  . 
one  hundred  highly  amusing  and  instructive  tricks,  with  ebemicsF. 
By  A.  Anderson.  Handsomely  illustrated.-'  .  • 

No.  69.  HOW  TO  DO  SLEIGHT  HAND*~A)dntafirini| .pm* 

fifty  of  the  latest  and  best  tricks  used;  by>magici ana.  Also  contfr,-: 
ing  the  secret  of  second  sight.  Full  rated.  By  A  A  Oder*  - 

...No,  70.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MA.(pfC  TOYS. — Containing';  N 
directions  for  making  Magic  I’oys  apd.  dhvieea  of  man>  F; 

Si  Anderson.  -Fully  illustrated.  -. 

y  No.  73.  H'0\V  TO  DO  TRICKS  W5|TH  7 

many  curious  tricks  yyi|h  figures  andtfpe; magic  of  hum ee;-:s, 
Anderson.  Fully  illustrated.  ;  U- 

No.  75.  HOWtfTO  BECOME  A^^ONJHR^R.—ContaKW-? 
tricks  with  Dominoes,  Bice,  Cups  andyBtUls;  'Hats,  etc 
-ihiru-^sMi lustrations.  Bv  A.  And^plotf,.-  :'7V vV - : 

\  .^Ht^IIOW  TODO  TIIE  BLAOKtART.— 

description  of  the  mysteries  of  Magic  and  Sleight  .'  -;v- 
idgvithef’y^mi  many  wonderful  By  A. 
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r/m  ,29.  MfWUTO  BECOME  AN/'INVENTOR, 
fh-mifl hbw  inventions  originated.  This  book  explain*  t7 


\  al/'gfvihg  .electricity,  hydraulics  ruagneu«a  optl^Y 

>  pne^^ticsj';'in-ee'b^ni«i,  etc.,  etc.  The  most  instruct  ;  -  •  .  ;  j  -  • - 
lisheft.  -.  . 

No.  56y;ttOW7TO.BECO>IE  AN  EJfGjNEER.— Coatainin«  ti 
instraefibns ’’ild-vb.. -roc-eed  in  order  to  become  a  locomot. 
j  gineer ;  Also  'direct,  ions  for  building  a  model  locomotive:. 
with  a  ffm  description  of  everything  an  engineer  should  know. 

No.  57,  HGW'TO  MAKE  MUSICAL  'INSTRUMF-N  rS  — 
directions  how.. to  fiaake  a  Banjo,  Violin.  Zither.  Aeolian -Harp,  -X|  wf  - 
)  phone  and  other'  musical  instruments-;  together  w-rb  *.  brief  ’  ■*>-- 
scription  of  nearly  every  musical  Installment  used  it  ancient  » •• 
modern,'  times.  Prof-u-se.ly  illlustfa-fcd.  ■  By  Algernon  FitjsgewJA 
Bor  twenty  years  bandmaster  df  the- Royal  Ben  cal  Marines,  . 
ft. No.  '59.  HOW  TOFMAKE  A  VIA  GIG  LAXf  ERN.— Contld®i 
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:A  desCripBon.  of  the  lantern,  to'gefh'ef.  with  its  history  and  ihventia* 
vA]so.full  directions  use  and 'for  painting  slides.  l$spdso£- 

flnistratedi  by  John  Allen.- 

?  No.  71.  I'foyv  TO- DO  MEUHANLCAL  TRICKS.*- Copts.nir | 
Complete  instructions  for  performing  over  sixty  Mecbaef’s1  7'r?:Y->. 
By  A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated.  : 
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[01V  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  LADIES,- -V?/ /* 
tructions  for  writing  letters  to  ladies  on  all  «uo>r-  B 
>1  introductiun  notes  and  requests. 

[OW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  GftNTLt  MEN  • 
uH  direction^  foi  writuo-  to i  geutiemei-  ou  a.  vYbje  . 
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Bradys  and  the  Mail  Thieves ; 

OR, 

v.  • 

THE  MAN  IN  THE  BAG. 

,  \  , 


BY  JL  NEW  YORK  DETECTIVE. 


“Here  he  comes.  Old  King  Brady.” 

“Then  hide  yourself  quick,  Harry.” 

“We  can  watch  him  from  within  the  saloon.” 

“Did  you  mail  the  decoy  letter  in  that  lamp-post  letter 
box  ?” 

“I  did.  And  if  Owen  Dalton  steals  it,  we’ll  have  him 
cornered.” 

The  speakers  were  two  Secret  Service  detectives,  each  of 
whom  was  named  Brady.  It  was  five  o’clock,  on  a  warm 
Spring  day,  and  the  officers  were  standing  on  the  corner 
of  Maiden  Lane  and  Nassau  street  watching  a  letter-carrier. 

James  Brady,  the  tall,  gaunt  man,  with  white  hair  and  a 
smooth  face,  wore  a  big  white  felt  hat  and  an  old  blue  frock 
coat,  buttoned  to  the  chin. 

He  was  the  keenest,  bravest  and  most  skilful  detective  in 

the  world. 

Some  time  previously  he  met  a  bright  boy  named  Harry 
Brady  and  consented  to  teach  him  to  become  a  detective. 

Harry  was  then  a  handsome,  dashing  fellow,  and  he  be- 
r^rrj"  such  a  good  pupil  that  his  keen  work  rivalled  his 

partner’s. 


Working  together,  the  pair  became  famous  as  the  most 
competent  sleuths  in  the  service. 

It  was  on  this  account  that  the  Postmaster  of  New  York 
engaged  them  to  run  down  some  mail  thieves  who  had  been 
robbing  his  department  for  some  time,  in  utter  defiance  of 
the  Post-Office  detectives. 

As  most  of  the  local  robbery  of  letters  occurred  at  the 
box  on  the  corner  of  Nassau  street  and  Maiden  Lane,  the 
suspicions  of  the  detectives  fell  upon  the  carriers  who 
emptied  that  particular  box. 

Accordingly  they  prepared -a  trap  for  the  thief  and  were 
watching  for  their  plan  to  develop,  when  the  letter  gatherer 
came  along. 

From  where  the  detectives  stood  in  the  corner  saloon  they 
could  look  diagonally  across  the  street  and  keep  the  letter 
box  under  their  observation. 

Owen  Dalton,  the  suspected  mail-carrier,  came  down  the 
street  clad  in  a  grey  suit  and  cap,  carrying  a  yellow  leather 

bag  over  his  shoulder  by  a  strap. 

He  was  a  big  man  with  curly  hair,  a  huge  mustache  and  a 
long  imperial,  and  was  of  rather  distinguished  appearance. 

The  detectives  saw  him  unlock  the  letter  box  and  pick 
the  letters  out  one  by  one,  feeling  them  carefully  as  he  did 
so,  much  as  if  he  were  trying  to  find  out  what  they  con¬ 
tained. 
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TITE  BRADYS  AND  THE  MAIL  THIEVES. 


He  finally  had  them  all  in  his  bag. 

Moreover,  the  Bradys  noticed  that  he  kept  all  the  mail  he 
took  from  this  particular  box  separate  from  the  letters  he 
had  taken  from  other  letter  boxes. 

He  then  started  up  Nassau  street. 

“Follow  him  !”  Old  King  Brady  muttered. 

Out  of  the  saloon  they  glided  and  by  keeping  in  the  mid¬ 
dle  of  the  street  they  easily  kept  Dalton  in  sight  despite  the 
crowd  thrdnging  the  sidewalk. 

“Why  does  the  thief  so  persistently  rob  that  particular 
letter  box  ?”  queried  Harry  as  they  hurried  albng. 

Old  King  Brady  smiled,  took  a  chew  of  tobacco,  and 
answered : 

“Because  thousands  of  dollars  in  money  and  jewelry  are 
mailed  in  that  box  by  the  Maiden  Lane  jewelers.  The  thief 
knows  that  the  majority  of  the  letters  mailed  there  are 
valuable.  That’s  why  so  many  dropped  in  that  box  fail 
to  reach  their  address.” 

“Do  you  think  Dalton  is  the  thief?”  i 

“That’s  hard  to  say  yet.  He  was  well  recommended 
when  he  secured  his  job,  and  during  the  year  he  has  worked 
for  the  Post  Office  he  has  been  very  exemplary  as  far  as  the 
Postmaster  can  find  out.  For  all  that,  though,  he  may' be 
the  most  cunning  thief.” 

Harry  glanced  back  over  his  shoulder  and  caught  a  view 
of  a  red-wheeled  cab,  drawn  by  a  big  white  horse,  which  was 
driven  by  a  negro  who  was  clad  in  an  old  blue  army  uniform. 

“By  Jove!”  said  the  boy,  “there’s  that  mysterious  car¬ 
riage  following  us  again.  Do  you  recollect  how  the  vehicle 
kept  at  our  heels  from  the  moment  we  left  the  Post  Office? 
Just  keep  on  after  the  mail-carrier  and  I’ll  dodge  out  of 
sight  and  see  who’s  in  the  vehicle.”  • 

Old  King  Brady  nodded. 

At  the  first  opportunity  Harry  glided  into  an  open  door¬ 
way. 

On  came  the  cab  and  when  it  arrived  opposite  the  boy,  he 
saw  a  man  in  the  vehicle,  who  was  peering  ahead  out  of  the 
front  window  with  a  look  of  eager  anxiety  upon  his  face. 

Harry  could  only  see  his  head  and  shoulders,  but  he  ob¬ 
served  that  the  man  wore  a  black  overcoat  and  a  silk  hat. 

He  had  a  gaunt  yellow  face,  deep-burning  eyes,  a  huge 
hooked  nose  and  a  short,  bristly  mustache  as  red  as  his  thick 
hair. 

“That  man  is  following  and  watching  us!”  flashed 
through  the  young  detective's  brain.  “But  what  for?” 

Just  then  he  saw  the  negro  driver  looking  at  him  and  ob¬ 
served  that  the  cabman  opened  a  little  trap  in  the  rOof  of  the 
vehicle  and  said  something  to  his  passenger. 

Young  King  Brady's  suspicions  were  aroused. 

“  I'll  find  out  what  this  means,”  he  muttered. 


Dashing  from  his  place  of  concealment,  he  ran  out.  into 
the  middle  of  the  asphalted  street  and  pursued  the  cab. 
Pushing  up  to  the  door  on  the  west  side,  he  seized  the 

handle  and,  giving  it  a  turn,  he  jerked  open  the  door.  fl 
•“What  do  you  mean  by  following  and  spying  on  us?”  he 

began. 

Then  he  paused,  for  the  occupant  of  the  vehicle  wa3  gone. 
He  had  vanished  completely. 

“Jumped  out  the  other  door,”  thought  the  boy  swiftly.  f 
He  darted  around  the  curb  and  found  a  dense  crowd 
thronging  the  sidewalk,  but  failed,  to  see  a  sign  of  the  man. 
“Lost  himself  in  the  crowd  !”  muttered  the  boy. 

He  made  a  quick  search  for  the  mysterious  fellow,  but, 
failing  to  find  any  trace  of  him,  Harry  ran  after  his  partner. 

The  cab  turned  into  Fulton  street  and  dashed  toward 
Broadwav. 

kJ 

Old  King  Brady  had  reached  Ann  street  before  the  boy 
overtook  him,  and  in  a  few  ivords  he  explained  what  oc¬ 
curred. 

“Mysterious,”  was  the  old  detective’s  comment, 

“Where’s  the  letter-carrier?”  queried  Harry  eagerly. 
“There  he  goes,  up  Ann  street,  toward  Park  Row.” 

“See!  He’s  pausing  in  a  hallway  near  Theater  Alley.” 
“Rush  ahead  till  we  see  what  he’s  doing.” 

On  they  ran  until  they  arrived  opposite  the  dilapidated, 
old  rookery  into  which  the  letter-carrier  had  gone. 

Harry  sped  across  the  street  and  reached  the  doorway. 

*  Peering  around  the  frame  of  the  door,  he  was  astonished 
to  see  the  man  who  had  been  in  the  cab,  standing  in  the 
hall.-  ‘  .  a 

Dalton  was  handing  him  a  packet  of  letters. 

“Look  out!”  the  boy  heard  the  red-headed  man  say. 
“  Those  Bradys  are  dogging  you.  Hurrv  on  lest  they  See  you. 
If  one  of  them  had  not  become  suspicious  of  my  rig,  you 
might  have  given  me  the  letters  in  the  cab,  as  I  passed.” 

I  Dalton  did  not  say  a  word. 


As  he  suddenly  rushed  from  the  sfloomv  hall,  Hafrv  flat- 
tetied  himself  against  the  front  of  the  adjoining  house  and 

seemed  to  be  absbfbed  in  looking  at  the  books  in  the  store 
window. 

The  letter-carrier  passed  without  seeing  him. 

Harry  beckoned  to  his  partner  and  Old  King  Brady  joined 
him.  , 


Pa>sod  the  Maiden  Lahe  letters  to  a  pal  in  here.”  whis¬ 
pered  the  boy.  ✓ 

Just  what  I  suspected.  Did  you  sbo  his  eon  federate?"  I 
"T  did.  He  was  the  man  in  the  cab!”  1 

Good  gracious  !  M  hen  lie  oseapod  i*ou  he  ran  hen' 
then?" 


“JUwtlj.  Let  Dalton  go.  W®  a&a  l&d  kuu  \xtxi  i»  ^ 
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Post  Office,"  said  the  bov.  “We  must  recover  those  letters 
from  the  mysterious  red-headed  fellow.  Come  on  into  the 

hall.”  . 

Thev  glided  through  the  doorway. 

Ascending  the  stairs  ahead  to.  the  next  floor,  they  saw  a 

solitary  door. 

to 

Owing  to  the  fact  that  there  were  no  halls,  the  detectives 
were  forced  to  believe  that  the  man  had  gone  through  that 

door. 

A  light  in  the  keyhole  attracted  Harris  attention  and  lie 
knelt  down  before  it  and  peered  through. 

The  boy  saw  a  small,  square,  carpetless  room  lit  by  a  single 
gas  jet  over  which  hung  a  steaming  tea-kettle. 

The  mysterious  man  had  a  huge  packet  of  stolen  letters 
or.  a  table  beside  him  and  was  steaming  one  of  the  letters 
open. 

Finding  no  money  in  it,  the  man  sealed  it  up  again,  flung 
it  on  the  table  and  steamed  open  a  second  ope. 

A  ten-dollar  bill  dropped  out.  It  was  a  marked  bill  the 
Bradys  had  mailed. 

The  man  picked  it  up  and  put  it  in  his  pocket. 

“IBs  time  for  us  to  break  in,”  suggested  Harry.  “That’s 
the  decov  letter.” 

“No  need,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  seizing  the  knob. 
“The  door  ain’t  locked.” 

“Rush  in  on  the  thief  then.  He’s  got  the  evidence  on 
him.” 

Open  went  the  door  with  a  bang  and  in  they  darted. 

A  cry  of  alarm  escaped  the  man  and  he  glanced  around  at 

them. 

“The  Bradys !”  he  gasped  hoarsely,  for  he  knew  the  pair. 
He  rushed  for  a  door  at  the  other  end  of  the  room  and 
vanished. 

Into  the  room  dashed  the  Bradys  after  him  and  the  door 
flew  shut  behind  them  and  the  gas  went  out. 

With  startled  cries,  the  detectives  paused,  wondering  at 
this  peculiar  happening. 


CHAPTER  II. 

IN  A  DEATH  TRAP. 

“Light  your  lantern,  Old  King  Brady,”  exclaimed  Harry. 
“I  fear  we  are  caught  in  a  trap !” 

In  a  moment  more  the  veteran  detective  had  the  glow  of 
hh  bull’s  -eve  lantern  flashing  around  the  room. 

There  was  not  a  window  in  the  room,  only  the  front  and , 
joor-2  breaking  into  the  four  dingy  papered  walla. 


Upon  the  table  lay  the  stolen  letters. 

Harry  picked  them  up  and  put  them  in  his  pockets. 

“I’ve  got  them,”  he  remarked. 

“Try  the  doors,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

Going  to  the  rear  of  the  room,  Harry  made  an  effort  to 
open  the  heavy  door,  but  found  it  secured. 

“Can’t  open  it,”  he  announced  finally. 

“See  if  we  can  break  it  down,”  suggested  old  King  Brady. 

They  rushed  at  the  door  and  hurled  themselves  against 
it,  but  it  was  so  solid  and- strong  they  could  not  even  shake  it. 

“No  use,”  said  Harry,  in  tones  of  disgust. 

/ 

“Let’s  get  out  of  here  and  procure  an  ax.  I  am  anxious 
to  see  where  that  door  leads  to,”  said  the  old  detective. 

They  returned  to  the  front  door. 

But  it  was  fastened  as  securely  as  the  other. 

When  they  tried  tq  break  it  open  and  found  the  attempt 
useless  the  full  danger  of  their  situation  dawned  upon  their 
minds. 

i 

“My  fear  is  realized,”  said  Harry  gloomily.  “We’ve  been 
caught  in  a  trap  from  which  there  seems  tp  be  no  chance  of 
escape.” 

“The  situation  is  mighty  serious,”  remarked  Old  King 
Brady  after  a  few  moments’  reflection. 

He  walked  over  to  the  gas  fixture  and  found  it  open,  al¬ 
though  no  gas  was  coming  out  of  the  burner. 

“Some  one  has  turned  off  the  gas  at  the  meter,”  he  ex¬ 
claimed. 

“These  mail  thieves  are  desperate  ruffians,”  Harry  an¬ 
swered. 

“It’s  evident  that  they  fear  us.  In  fact,  it  looks  as  if  they 
learned  that  the  Postmaster  engaged  us  to  run  them  down 
and  they’ve  been  watching  us.  Dalton  must  only  be  one  of 
a  gang.” 

“  Such  desperate  men  wouldn’t  stop  at  murder,  Old  King 
Brady,” 

“Why  do  you  say  that?” 

“Because  they  are  attempting  to  kill  us  now.” 

“I  don’t  understand  vou,  Harrv.” 

“Don’t  you  smell  the  gas?” 

“I  do.” 

“Well,  it’s  pouring  into  this  room  now.” 

“From  that  fixture?” 

“Yes.  You  didn’t  turn  it  off.  Come  here  and  you’ll 
<see  I’m  right.” 

The  old  detective  was  startled,  for  when  he  approached 
the  burner  again  he  now  found  the  gas  flowing  from  it. 

He  promptly  turned  it  off. 

The  glances  of  the  detectives  met. 

“Harry,”  muttered  Old  King  Brady  solemnly,  “the  par- 
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ties  who  turned  off  the  gas  to  put  outlthe  light  have  turned 
it  on  again  in  order  to  smother  us  in  this  room.” 

“That  shows  how  they  fear  us,”  replied  the  boy.  “  I  he 
red-headed  man  knew  us,  but  1  didn’t  recognize  him.  Lf 
there's  a  gang  around  here  he  has  betrayed  our  identity  to 
them.  They  mean  to  murder  us,  to  stop  us  from  catching 
them.” 

“But  we’ve  baffled  their  plan  before  it  became  effective.” 

“If  we  don’t  get  out  of  here  they  may  kill  usyet  by  star¬ 
vation. 

“I’ve  got  a  plan  in  view,  but  it’s  a  fearful  risk.” 

Old  King  Brady  was  going  to  ask  the  boy  what  it  was 
when  there  came  a  sudden  flash  of  fire  at  a  spot  high  up  on 
the  wall,  the  report  of  a  pistol  and  the  whirr  of  a  bullet. 

It  struck  the  dark  lantern,  smashed  it,  put  out  the  light 
and  knocked  it  out  of  Old  King  Brady’s!  hand  to  the  floor. 

The  Bradys  were  amazed  at  this  attack. 

A  dense  gloom  settled  down  upon  the  room. 

“Where  did  that  shot  come  from?”  Harry  gasped. 

“A  hole  in  the  wall,”  replied  his  partner. 

The  next  minute  half  a  dozen  more  flashes  were  seen 
bursting  out  from  the  walls  on  all  sides  of  the  room,  fol¬ 
lowed  by  violent  reports  and  the  whiz  of  bullets. 

Several  of  the  leaden  pellets  flew  dangerously  close  to  the 
startled  detectives  and  buried  themselves  in  the  floor. 

Old  King  Brady  was  furious  and  he  roared : 

“Trying  to  kill  us  like  rats  in  a  trap !” 

“Seek  a  place  of  safety  !”  panted  Harry  nervously. 

“There’s  no  place  to  go.  There’s  no  protection  here.” 

“Huddle up  in  a  corner,”  whispered  the  boy. 

“All  right !  They  may  fire  again.” 

And  away  they  glided  in  opposite  directions. 

No  sooner  were  they  crouching  in  the  corners  when  an¬ 
other  deadly  volley  was  discharged  into  the  room. 

They  could  see  the  flashes  in  the  gloom;  the  confined 
space  mavde  the  reports  ring  deafeningly  and -they  could  hear 
the  bullets  whistling  around  like  swarms  of  angry  hornets. 

Several  volleys  were  thus  fired. 

But  the  positions  occupied  by  the  officers  were  such  that 
the  angles  of  the  flying  bullets  carried  them  away  from  the 
Bradys. 

In  order  to  deceive  their  foes,  however.  Old  King  Brady 
resorted  to  a  ruse  to  bring  a  stop  to  the  firing. 

Giving  utterance  to  a  wild  cry,  he  flung  himself  upon  the 
floor  and  began  to  groan  dismally. 

It  was  so  well  enacted  that  Harry  was  deceived  and  rushed 
frantically  to  his  side,  crying  in  alarmed  tones : 

“  Oh,  they’ve  killed  him  !  They’ve  killed  him  !” 

“Ain’t  hurt  a  bit,”  whispered  the  old  man  reassuringly. 

“Thunder!”  came  the  surprised  reply. 

“Follow  my  example.” 

“Wait  till  the  shots  come  again.” 

There  was  a  brief  interval  of  intense  silence. 

Several  more  spiteful  shots  pealed  out  again  and  Harry 
gave  a  scream  and  bumping  heavily  on  the  floor,  he  veiled : 

“T’m  killed!  Help?  Help!  I’m  dying!” 

The  firing  censed  like  magic. 


They  heard  a  jeering  laugh  in  smothered  tones  come  out 
from  somewhere  in  the  gloom  and  then  there  was  a  deep 

silence. 

Harry  crept  over  to  his  partner  and  whispered .  -jK 

“You  go  to  one  door  and  I’ll  guard  the  other.  Those 
scoundrels  may  come  in  to  see  the  effect  of  their  shots 
we  can  leap  on  them  and  fight  our  way  out  of  here.”  M 

Old  King  Brady  was  favorably  impressed  with  this  plan. 

They  carried  it  out,  each  one  crouching  in  a  doorway. 

An  hour  slipped  by,  but  no  one  attempted  to  enter. 

When  two  hours  more  of  alert  watching,  deep  silence  and 
patient  waiting  slipped  along  and  nothing  occurred,  the 
Bradys  abandoned  their  vigil  and  met  again. 

“They’ve  gone  away,”  said  the  boy  aloud. 

“Hush!  They  may  be  listening,”  whispered  his  partner. 

“We’ll  draw  their  fire  and  make  them  betray  their  pres¬ 
ence  if  they  are  still  lurking  near  by.” 

The  loud  talk  had  no  effect,  however. 

Finally  Old  King  Brady  remarked  in  relieved  tones : 

“They  must  be  gone.” 

“We  can  now  attempt  to  escape  then,”  answered  Harry. 

“You  were  going  to  propose  a  plan  to  do  so.” 

“So  I  was.  But  it’s  an  appalling  risk.” 

“Name  your  idea.” 

“To  burn  down  the  front  door.” 

“How  can  you?” 

“By  smashing  the  table  and  building  a  bonfire  against 
the  door,”  replied  Harry.  “Of  course,  we  may  thus  set  fire 
to  the  whole  building.  But  that’s  a  risk  we  have  got  to 
run.” 

“Try  the  experiment,  Harry.” 

“Very  well.  If  we  find  the  flames  trying  to  injure  us  we 
can  stamp  out  the  fire  easily  enough  if  it  don’t  spread  too 
fast.” 


They  demolished  the  table. 

The  broken  pieces  were  piled  against  the  door. 

Harry  set  fire  to  them  and  within  a  few  minutes  the  whole 
heap  was  blazing  ruddily,  the  flames  licking  up  against  the 
door,  scorching,  blistering  and  setting  it  afire. 

Still  no  interference  came  from  their  hidden  enemies  and 
the  floor  of  the  room  catching  fire,  the  detectives  were  kept 
busy  preventing  it  from  spreading  around. 

Dense  volumes  of  black  smoke  rolled  up,  filling  the  apart¬ 
ment  and  a  stifling,  painful  heat  arose. 


I  his  was  a  contingency  they  had  not  thought  of  before. 

The  smoke  blinded  the  Bradys  and  made  them  cough  and 

the  increasing  heat  made  them  sweat  and  drove  them  back. 

Although  the  entire  door  and  its  frame  were  in  flames. 

the  fire  caught  inside  the  wall  and  spread  with  alarming 
rapidity. 

Tlio  detectives  could  not  control  it  after  a  while.  M 
They  had  to  retreat  further  from  the  blazing  door  and  the 
fierce  flames  spread  out  on  the  floor. 

A  roaring,  seething  mass  of  fire  now  confronted  the  de* 
<thc>  and  a  feeling  of  blank  despair  stole  over  them. 
now  seemed  utterly  impossible  for  them  to  got  out  through 
I  hat  awful  sea  of  flames. 
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CHAPTER  111. 

A  VACANT  LOT. 

The  suffering  of  the  two  detectives  became  terrible  as  the 
heat  increased  and  the  smoke  blinded  and  choked  them. 

Although  they  retreated  to  the  end  of  the  room,  the  hot 
air  seemed  to  pursue  them  like  a  demon,  scorching  their 
skin  and  making  it  very  difficult  to  breathe. 

V  hen  the  smoke  was  inhaled  into  their  lungs  at  every 
breath  they  began  to  gasp  and  choke  and  the  blood  surged 
to  their  heads. 

‘‘Lie  down  on  the  floor,”  groaned  Old  King  Brady,  hoarse¬ 
ly.  “ There  is  less  smoke  there,  for  it  keeps  rising.” 

“Can’t  we  attempt  to  get  out?  The  door  must  be  burnt 
down  by  this  time,”  said  the  boy,  complying. 

“IPs  as  much  as  your  life  is  worth  to  attempt  it.” 

“Hark!  What’s  that?” 

Lying  on  the  floor,  they  listened. 

A  dull  banging  sound  reached  their  ears. 

It  seemed  to  come  from  the  direction  of  the  burning  door. 

“  Help  !  Help  !”  shrieked  Old  King  Brady,  half  rising. 

The  knocking  sound  suddenly  ceased. 

“Some  one  breaking  in,”  cried  Harry. 

They  were  electrified. 

Both  began  to  shout  now. 

The  blows  were  repeated,  growing  louder  every  moment 
and  they  soon  saw  myriads  of  sparks  flying  in  the  air. 

“Some  one  smashing  down  the  burning  door,”  panted 
Harry  in  wild,  eager  tones.  “Ha  !  Hear  that?” 

There  came  an  awful  crash  and  a  man’s  voice  yelling : 

“Any  one  in  there?” 

The  Bradys  sprang  to  their  feet  with  renewed  hope. 

“The  door  is  down  !”  cried  Harry  joyfully. 

“One  dash  through  the  flame  and  smoke  may  save  us,” 
replied  his  partner.  “Come  on,  try  it.” 

“Wrap  your  coat  around  your  head,”  replied  the  boy. 

In  a  moment  more  they  were  prepared,  and  rushed  for¬ 
ward.  1 

Straight  into  the  midst  of  the  awful  flames  they  plunged 
with  their  eyes  shut  tight  at  the  last  moment  to  save  their 
sight  from  being  destroyed  entirely. 

But  they  had  the  direction  in  which  the  door  stood  cor-' 
rectly  gauged,  for  they  realized  the  danger  of  making  a 
slight  mistake. 

The  flames  wrapped  around  their  flying  bodies  and  they 
held  their  breath  for  fear  of  inhaling  the  deadly  element. 

A  moment  of  appalling  suspense  ensued. 

Suddenly  Harry  tripped  over  the  fallen  door. 

Ai  he  was  plunging  forward  head  first,  he  felt  himself 
seized  and  dragged  ahead  hv  a  pair  of  friendly  hands. 

Old  King  Brady  had  gone  straight  ahead  through  the 
open  doorway  and  found  himself  on  the  landing  among  sev¬ 
er.-!  Jiremen,  one  of  whom  had  battered  down  the  door  with 
an  ax. 

Both  <]<A motive-  were  rushed  downstairs. 

T  ,(  >  clothing  was  afire,  but  their  rescuers  beat  out  the 


flames  and  when  they  reached  the  open  air  and  breathed 
freely  again  they  saw  a  big  crowd  being  driven  back  by  the 
police. 

There  was  a  fire  engine  close  by. 

Some  one  passing  the  house  had  seen  the  smoke  pouring 
out  of  the  hall  and  sent  in  an  alarm  that  brought  the  fire¬ 
men  to  the  spot  just  in  time  to  save  them. 

“Are  you  injured?”  a  policeman  asked  them  in  anxious 
tones.  “I’ll  ring  for  an  ambulance - ” 

“We  are  all  right,”  panted  Old  King  Brady. 

“You’ll  have  to  go  out  of  the  fire  line  now.” 

“No,  no.  We  are,  like  yourself,  officers,”  said  Harry, 
displaying  his  badge. 

“Oh,  I  didn’t  know.  That’s  all  right,  then.  Put  your 
badges  outside  your  coats  so  no  one  will  bother  you.” 

The  policeman  hurried  away. 

In  a  quarter  of  an  hour  the  fire  was  put  out. 

Joining  the  fire  chief,  the  Bradys  introduced  themselves, 
explained  how  the  fire  originated,  and  Harry  said : 

“We  want  to  examine  those  premises  to  see  how  that  red¬ 
headed  thief  got  away  from  the  room  we  were  in.” 

“Come  up  with  me,  then,”  said  the  chief. 

When  they  reached  the  burnt  room  they  saw  that  the 
damage  was  very  trifling. 

But  the  fire  revealed  some  startling  secrets  of  the  old 
house.  There  were  secret  passages  between  the  walls. 

By  standing  in  them  and  firing  through  small  loopholes 
in  the  wall  the  villains  who  tried  to  murder  the  Bradys  had 
remained  hidden  from  view. 

The  door  at  the  rear  opened  on  a  staircase  leading  down 
into  Theater  Aliev  at  the  side. 

This  little,  old-fashioned  building  had  for  years  been 
used  as  a  gambling  den,  until  the  police  drove  out  the  crooks 
who  used  it  and  the  secret  passages  and  rear  exit  were  built 
as  avenues  of  escape  when  the  place  was  raided. 

The  building  has  since  then  been  torn  down  to  make  room 
for  an  enormous  skyscraper. 

Having  discovered  the  secret  of  the  den,  the  Bradvs  has- 
tened  over  to  the  Post  Office. 

“We  must  try  to  get  our  hands  on  Owen  Dalton  before 
his  red-headed  pal  warns  him  of  what  has  happened,”  said 
Harry  breathlessly  as  they  hurried  along  side  by  side. 

They  entered  the  building  and  went  to  the  Postmaster’s 
office  as  rapidly  as  possible  and  were  lucky  enough  to  find 
him  in. 

As  briefly  as  possible  they  told  him  what  occurred  and 
Harry  handed  him  the  rescued  letters  and  said : 

“The  only  missing  letter  was  a  decoy  note  containing  a 
marked  ten-dollar  bill,  which  the  crook  got.” 

“You  are  mighty  luckv  to  save  these,”  replied  the  Post¬ 
master  with  a  smile.  “I’ll  have  them  forwarded  to  their 
destinations  much  as  if  nothing  happened  to  intercept 
them.” 

“Has  Dalton  gone  out  yet?” 

“I’ll  send  for  him.” 

He  rang  a  bell  and  a  uniformed  messenger  entered. 

Turning  to  the  man,  the  Postmaster  said  briefly: 

“Bring  Owen  Dalton,  carrier,  No.  1467,  here  at  once.” 
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The  messenger  saluted  and  withdrew. 

Five  minutes  later  he  returned  with  the  Superintendent: 

“Dalton  has  resigned  and  left,  sir,”  said  the  latter. 

“When?”  sharply  demanded  the  Postmaster. 

“Two  hours  ago.” 

“Give  me  his  address.” 

“He  lives  at  Ho.  — ,  East  28th  street.” 

“Do  you  know  anything  about  him?” 

“Nothing  except  that  he  is  very  inquisitive.” 

“How  so?” 

“We  frequently  find  him  watching  and  inquiring  about 
the  registered  letters  and  parcels.” 

“Valuable  packages  !  Has  this  occurred  lately?” 

“Yes,  sir.” 

“When  was  the  last  time?” 

“To-day.” 

“Describe  the  circumstances.” 

The  Superintendent  looked  puzzled  a  moment  and  said : 

“Well,  we  are  making  up  ten  mail  pouches  to  go  out  on 
the  Boston  express  to-morrow7  morning.  Dalton  came  pok¬ 
ing  around,  inquiring  where  they  were  going,  on  what  train, 
how7  many  pouches  there  were,  and,  in  fact,  he  made  such 
a  nuisance  of  himself  that  he  wras  ordered  away.” 

The  Bradys  smiled  grimly  and  Harry  remarked : 

“Sizing  up  a  valuable  lot  to  rob  the  mail  no  doubt.” 

The  Postmaster  looked  alarmed. 

“Do  you  think  so?”  he  asked  anxiously. 

“We  certainlv  do.” 

“You  may  prevent  it  by  arresting  him  at  his  home.” 

“We  are  going  up  there  now.” 

“That  relieves  my  mind,  Mr.  Brady.” 

“Give  us  all  the  particulars  about  that  registered  matter.” 

This  was  done  and  the  detectives  departed  for  home, 
where  they  changed  their  clothes  and  attended  to  the  few 
burns  they  got. 

When  this  wras  done,  they  left  their  Irving  place  lodgings 
and  made  their  way  to  Dalton's  address. 

To  their  disgust,  they  found  it  to  be  a  vacant  lot ! 

“Duped!”  exclaimed  Harry. 

“He’s  a  clever  rogue/’  Old  King  Brady  remarked  dryly. 

“There’s  no  telling  where  to  find  him  now.” 

“No,  but  I’ve  got  a  suspicion.” 

“To  what  do  you  refer?” 

“It’s  my  firm  belief  that  he  intends  to  make  an  effon  to 
rob  the  Boston  express  train  to-morrow.  All  his  actions 
and  interest  in  the  mail  parcels  seemed  to  indicate  that  he 
had  secret  designs  upon  it.” 

“In  that  case,”  replied  Harry,  “it  might  pay  us  to  go  to 
the  depot  .to-morrow  with  that  mail  and  see  that  no  harm 
befalls  it.  The  parcels  and  letters  probably  are  worth  thou¬ 
sands  of  dollars.” 


CHAPTER  IV. 

THE  MAN  IN  THE  BAG. 

On  the  following  morning  ten  bags  of  registered  mail 
matter  were  sent  to  the  Mail  street  wagon  shed,  to  be  taken 
away  to  Boston.  i 


There  were  two  men  handling  the  mail  and  they  gave  an 
inspector  a  receipt  for  the  ten  bags  and  one  of  the  big  vans 
backed  in  to  the  platform  to  tajce  the  big  blue  and  white 
striped  pouches. 

The  driver  descended  from  his  seat,  unlocked  the  rear 
doors  of  his  van  and  the  porters  tossed  the  bags  into  the 
wagon. 

When  they  were  laden  on  the  wagon  the  driver  locked  the 
doors  and  signed  a  receipt  for  the  ten  bags  and  took  a  dupli¬ 
cate  receipt  to  be  signed  when  he  delivered  the  bags  at  the 
railroad  depot. 

The  Bradys  were  lurking  near  by,  intently  watching  all 
these  proceedings,  until  the  wagon  drove  away. 

Near  by  they  had  a  cab  waiting  for  them. 

As  soon  as  the  mail  wagon  was  gone  the  detectives 
boarded  the  cab  and  the  driver  sent  his  horse  in  pursuit  of 
the  mail  wagon. 

Straight  up  Broadway  went  the  two  vehicles  as  far  as 
42d  street,  and,  turning  into  the  latter  thoroughfare,  they 
proceeded  to  the  Grand  Central  Depot. 

The  mail  wragon  turned  into  Depew  Place,  beside  the 
depot. 

Backing  his  wagon  up  to  the  platform,  the  driver  de¬ 
scended  from  his  seat  again  and  unlocked  the  rear  doors. 

Two  employees  of  the  Post  Office  were  there  to  receive 
the  bags. 

The  Bradys  having  alighted  from  the  cab  and  dismissed 
the  driven,  took  up  a  position  where  they  could  watch  the 
mail  bags. 

They  saw  the  Post  Office  agents  step  into  the  wagon,  seize 
the  sealed  pouches  by  their  necks  and  drag  them  out  of  the 
wagon  upon  the  wooden  platform. 

When  this  task  was  done,  they  received  the  duplicate  re¬ 
ceipt  from  the  driver,  signed  it  and  the  wagon  rolled  away. 

Then  one  of  the  men,  who  had  been  sharply  eyeing  the 
bags,  suddenly  exclaimed  in  startled  tones : 

“Say,  Bill,  this  is  queer !” 

“What  do  you  mean.  Jack?”  asked  the  other. 

“You  know  I  signed  the  driver’s  receipt  for  ten  bags?” 

“So  you  told  me.” 

“Well,  there  are  elevefi  bags  here.” 

“Did  you  count  them  right?” 

“Of  course  I  did.  Try  it  yourself.” 

The  other  man  counted  the  bags  very  carefully. 

A  smile  crossed  his  face,  he  nodded,  and  then  he  said: 

“  J  es,  there  are  eleven  bags,  sure  enough.” 

“They  are  very  careless  in  the  Post  Office  to  make  out  a 
receipt  for  ten  bags  and  deliver  eleven  to  us.” 

The  Bradys  overheard  this. 

Both  were  intensely  surprised. 

At  the  Post  Office  they  had  seen  only  ten  bags  given  to 
the  driver. 

It  puzzled  them  to  see  eleven  delivered  to  the  men  at  the 
depot.  .  t 

“How  strange!”  Harry  commented.  # 

“I  don't  understand  it  at  all.”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“T  only  saw  ten  put  aboard  the  wagon  at  the  Post  Office.** 

“And  so  did  I,  Harry.” 
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•‘'Then  where  did  tl\ex  extra  bag  come  from?” 

“Blest  if  1  itaii  imagine.” 

“They  are  carrying  the  bags  into  the  depot  now.  Watch 

them." 

W  ith  hand  trucks  the  Post  Office  agents  were  running  in 
the  bags  one  by  one  to  the  open  door  of  a  mail  car. 

Owing  to  the  fact  that  these  bags  were  valuable  registered 
matter,  they  were  not  put  with  the  regular  mail. 

It  was  necessary  to  ship  it  under  guard. 

For  that  reason  it  was  placed  in  the  mail  car,  to  be  sealed 
up  with  an  armed  messenger  on  guard. 

In  this  car  were  some  trunks  and  parcels,  the  trunks  be¬ 
ing  used  frequently  to  hold  small  mail  packages. 

As  soon  as  the  mail  bags  were  put  aboard  the  Post  Office 
employees  sealed  the  door  of  the  car. 

This  seal  was  not  to  be  opened  until  the  train  reached 
Boston,  and  as  the  train  made  only  one  stop  at  Albany,  there 
was  not  much  probability  of  any  one  tampering  with  the 
car. 

As  soon  as  the  car. was  sealed  the  Bradys  hastened  around 
to  the  ticket  office,  bought  passes  to  Boston  and  boarded  the 
train  upon  which  the  mail  bags  were  stowed. 

The  train  started  at  eight  o’clock. 

Having  planted  themselves  in  a  forward  coach,  from  the 
front  window  of  which  they  could  keep  the  mail  caT  con¬ 
stantly  under  their  observation,  the  Bradys  were  carried 
from  New  York. 

Several  hours  passed  by. 

Then  a  singular  event  occurred  in  the  mail  car. 

The  car  was  in  charge  of  Mail  Clerk  Tom  Daly,  a  short, 
powerful,  young  man,  clad  in  uniform  and  having  a  clean¬ 
shaven  face  of  great  firmness  and  decision. 

He  had  been  tallying  the  parcels  received  with  the  ac¬ 
count  in  his  book,  and  having  checked  off  everything  by  the 
light  of  a  lantern,  he  sat  in  a  chair  and  began  to  read  a  news¬ 
paper.  » 

While  he  was  so  employed,  the  mouth  of  one  of  the  mail 
bags  which  seemed  to  have  been  sealed,  was  quietly  opened. 

There  was  a  man  in  the  bag !  ' 

He  stuck  out  his  head  and  glanced  around. 

The  man  had  a  black  mask  over  his  face. 

Seeing  how  absorbed  the  mail  clerk  was,  he  quietly  got 
out  of  the  bag  and  drew  a  bottle  and  sponge  from  his  pocket. 

The  bottle,  contained  a  powerful  drug. 

Quietly  creeping  up  behind  the  clerk,  the  man  drew  the 
cork  from  the'  bottle  and  poured  the  liquid  from  it  upon  the 
-ponge.  In  the  meantime  he  held  his  breath. 

His  eyes  glared  like  live  coals  behind  the  mask  as  he  bent 
forward  toward  his  victim,  holding  the  sponge  near  his  head. 

It  wa~  an  odorless  drug  and  for  that  reason  the  mail  clerk 

did  not  detect  the  deadly  fumes. 

But  a-  he  kept  breathing  them  a  drowsy  feeling  began  to 
overtake  him' and  his  head  suddenly  sunk  until  his  chin 
rr^ted  upon  his  breast  and  he  fell  fast  asleep. 

When  assured  of  this,  the  masked  man  flung  the  sponge 

out  the  little  iron-barred  window  up  forward  and  began  to 
»  * 

breathe  naturally  again, 


He  discreetly  waited  until  the  draught  carried  the  fumes 
of, the  drug  out  the  ventilator  and  then  examined  his  victim. 

A  low  chuckle  of  satisfaction  escaped  him. 

He  now  turned  his  attention  to  the  mail  bags  and  ex¬ 
amined  them. 

Some  one  had  shipped  six  big  trunks  on  this  car. 

They  were  empty,  and  he  knew  all  about  them. 

He  opened  them. 

From  one  he  took  a  bundle  of  mail  bags  lined  with  rubber. 

They  looked  exactly  like  the  ones  containing  the  registered 
matter,  and  he  blew  them  up  and  left  them. 

Then  he  picked  up  the  full  bags  and  packed  two  in  each  of 
the  trunks.  The  inflated  bags  were  left  in  their  place. 

The  masked  man  threw  the  bag  he  had  been  in  into  one 
of  the  big  trnnks,  which  was  provided  with  air  holes. 

He  then  made  himself  comfortable  for  several  hours  dur¬ 
ing  which  the  mail  clerk  calmly  slept. 

Finally  the  effect  of  the  drug  began  to  wear  away  and 
Tom  Daly  betrayed  signs  of  awakening. 

Observing  this,  the  masked  man  got  in  the  empty  trunk 
and  pulled  down  the  lid,  which  locked  itself. 

Not  a  sign  remained  in  the  car  of  what  had  been  done. 

Yawning  and  stretching  his  arms  when  lie  awakened, 
Daly  arose. 

“By  Jove,  I  must  have  fallen  asleep,”  he  muttered  as  he 
glanced  around  the  interior  of  the  car. 

He  thought  everything  was  all  right. 

The  substituted  mail  bags  looked  so  much  like  the  ones 
the  masked  man  had  put  in  the  trunk  that  Daly  failed  to 
notice  that  an  exchange  had  been  made. 

He  glanced  at  his  Watch, 

When  he  saw  the  time  a  look  of  astonishment  crossed  his 
face. 

“What  a  long  sleep  I’ve  had !”  he  muttered. 

Then  he  sat  down  and  resumed  reading  his  paper  until  the 
train  pulled  into  the  Albany  depot. 

Here  a  Post  official  examined  the  seals  on  the  car  door  and, 
finding  them  intact,  he  had  a  brief  chat  with  Daly. 

Then  the  train  went  on. 

It  was  late  that  night  when  it  pulled  into  the  Boston 
depot. 

Here  the  seals  on  the  door  of  the  ear  were  opened  by  an 
official. 

The  trunks  and  packages  were  unladen,  stacked  in  a  heap 
to  be  carried  away  in  wagons  and  the  mail  thief  and  his 
booty  were  thus  taken  off  undetected. 

A  mail  van  drove  up. 

Just  at  this  ,  moment  Daly  suddenly  discovered  that  in¬ 
stead  of  eleven  mail  bags,  he  had  only  ten. 

The  Bradys  stood  near  by  and  heard  what  he  said. 

Both  were  amazed. 

The  next  thing  they  discovered  was  the  lightness  of  the 
bags. 

The  mail  clerk  was  worried,  but  as  the  seals  were  not 
broken,  he  gave  the  bags  to  the  van  driver. 

They  were  taken  to  the  General  post  Office. 

Here  they  were  opened- 

It  was  found  that  they  were  empity ! 
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CHAPTER  V. 

’ 

CHARGED  WITH  THEFT. 

t .  . 

The  Bradys  had  gone  ahead  of  the  van  to  the  Post  Office 
and  found  the  Assistant  Postmaster  in  his  office. 

Having  explained  their  mission  to  him,  Harry  said: 

“There  is  something  so  peculiar  about  the  entire  matter 
that  we  cannot  understand  it  and  demand  an  investigation.” 

“What  shall  we  look  into,  Mr.  Brady?”  asked  the  official. 

“In  the  first  place,  ten  heavy  mail  bags  were  sent  from 
the  New  York  Post  Office  in  a  large  van.  It  was  van  No.  3. 
We  saw  and  counted  the  ten  bags  given  to  the  van  driver.” 

“Well?” 

“The  van  driver  delivered  eleven  heavy  bags  at  the  New 
York  Central  depot.  We  saw  and  counted  them.  But  the 
driver  did  not  seem  to  notice  it.  He  was  satisfied  to  accept 
a  receipt  for  ten  mail  bags  of  registered  matter.  The  two 
Post  Office  employees  at  the  depot  discovered  that  they  had 
eleven  bags  instead  of  ten  after  the  van  had  gone.” 

“How  strange !” 

“We  saw  the  eleven  bags  put  aboard  of  the  mail  car,  we 
saw  the  door  officially  sealed  and  we  rode  here  on  the  same 
train.  All  through  the  trip  here  from  New  York  we  had 
the  mail  car  under  continual  surveillance.  Only  one  stop 
was  made  in  Albany.  An  inspector  there  examined  the  seals 
on  the  car  door  and  spoke  to  Tom  Daly,  the  mail  clerk,  locked 
in  the  car.  The  seals  were  intact.  We  alighted  and  the  in¬ 
spector  not  only  told  us  so,  but  we  saw  for  ourselves  that  the 
seals -had  not  been  touched.” 

“I  see.” 

“Now  comes  the  queer  part  of  the  story.'  When  the  train 
reached  Boston  and  an  official  broke  the  seals  on  the  door  of 
the  mail  car  and  opened  it,  only  ten  bags  of  mail  were  found. 
And  they  are  so  light,  it  seems  as  if  they  were  empty.” 

“You  say  the  bags  were  heavy  when  shipped  from  New 
York?” 

“Very.  They  weighed  fully  two  hundred  pounds  apiece. 
Now  they  are  so  light  that  a  little, child  could  lift  them.” 

“I  can’t  understand  that.” 

“Nor  can  we.” 

“And  what  became  of  the  eleventh  bag?” 

“That’s  another  mystery.” 

“Let  us  examine  the  bags.” 

They  went  to  the  receiving  department. 

Here  they  found  that  the  van  had  just  arrived. 

The  driver  unlocked  his  wagon  and  flung  out  the  ten  bags. 

The  Assistant  Postmaster  and  the  Bradys  examined  the 
seals. 

They  bore  the  regulation  official  stamp  and  were  not 
broken. 

Moreover,  the  bags  were  regular  mail  bags  that  had  been 
in  use  by  the  Post  Department  for  a  long  time  and  the  locks 
were  of  the  regulation  pattern  and  were  secured  properly. 

The  lightness  of  the  bags  was  noted. 


Then  the  Assistant  Postmaster  opened  the  seals  and  got 
one  of  the  employees  to  unlock  the  padlocks  with  his  key. 

When  this  was  done  the  air  escaped  from  the  bags  and  they 
collapsed. 

They  were  turned  inside  out  and  the  rubber  linings  were 
found,  but  there  was  no  trace  of  a  letter  or  parcel  in  them. 

The  Post  official  glanced  at  his  specification  of  the  sup¬ 
posed  contents  of  the  bags  and  saw  that  it  called  for  3,500 
letters  and  2,200  registered  parcels,  the  values  unknown. 

“What  has  become  of  them  ?”  blankly  asked  the  official. 

“Mail  thieves  have  resorted  to  some  clever  trick  to  steal 
them,  of  course,”  answered  Old  King  Brady. 

“But  how  were  they  abstracted  from  the  bags?” 

“That’s  the  puzzle.” 

“Mr.  Brady,  this  is  a  very  serious  matter.” 

“I  fully  realize  that,  sir,” 

“Have  you  any  idea  how  it  was  done?” 

The  old  detective  reflected  before  lip  answered. 

Several  explanations  of  the  mystery  flashed  across  his 
mind,  but  he  did  not  hit  upon  the  correct  solution  of  the 
problem.  When  he  came  to  a  conclusion,  he  said : 

“As  the  bags  were  heavy  until  they  were  put  aboard  of 
the  mail  car,  it  is  reasonable  to  suppose  that  the  mail  was 
in  them  up  to  that  time.  Then,  as  the  bags  were  light  when 
taken  from  the  car  at  this  end  of  the  line,  it’s  fair  to  assume 
.  that  the  contents  were  abstracted  while  the  bags  were  on  the 
train  in  transit  from  Neiv  York  to  Boston.” 

“I  share  your  belief.” 

“Tom  Daly  was  the  only  person  in  the  car,  consequently 
he  must  have  been  the  person  who  emptied  the  bags.” 

“Very  likely,  but  how.  do  you  account  for  the  locks  on  the 
bags  being  secured  and  the  official  seals  unbroken?” 

“Easily  answered.  Being  connected  with  the  Post  Office, 
the  mail  clerk  could  have  had  a  kev  made  to  fit  the  bags. 
He  could  also  have  supplied  himself  with  a  duplicate  stamp 
and  materials  for  making  seals.  Bv  opening  the  bags  and 
securing  the  contents,  he  could  have  fooled  people  by  the 
looks  of  the  pouches  by  putting  in  those  rubber  linings  and 
blowing  them  up.  But  the  light  weight  immediately  ex¬ 
posed  the  fact  that  the  bags  had  been  emptied.” 

“I  agree  with  your  views.  Now,  when  he  got  the  mail 
out  of  the  bags,  what  did  he  do  with  it,  Ed  like  to  know?” 

“Why,  he  could  have  made  a  number  of  parcels  of  it  and 
sent  it  from  the  car  with  the  other  parcels  to  be  delivered  at 
an  address  where  his  pals  would  be  waiting  to  receive  the 
bundles.” 

“Can  this  bo  ascertained?” 

“Very  easily,  sir.” 

“Will  you  do  it?” 

“Certainly.” 

“What’s  your  first  move?” 

“To  arrest  Tom  Daly.” 

“Good!  He  might  be  made  to  confess.” 

“That  remains  to  be  found  out.” 

1  bi1  Bradys  then  took  their  leave  and  returned  to  the 
depot  for  Daly. 
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They  saw  him  on  the  platform  talking  to  a  fine-looking 

girl- 

She  was  Clara  King,  his  sweetheart. 

The  girl  was  a  blond,  tall  and  slender,  with  regular  fea¬ 
tures,  deep  blue  eyes  and  had  a  sweet,  pleasant  expression. 

Clad  in  stylish  clothing  and  famous  as  an  actress,  she  had 
just  left  a  local  theater  and  come  down  to  the  depot  to  see 
Tom,  as  she  knew  at  what  hour  his  train  was  due. 

When  the  Bradys  were  approaching  them  she  was  saying : 

“Yes,  you  may  see  me  home  if  your  work  is  finished,  Tom. 
Eve  got  something  important  to  tell  you,  too.” 

“What  about,  Clara?”  queried  the  mail  clerk. 

“A  man  I  met  to-night,  who  is  in  love  with  me.” 

“Another  rival,  eh?”  asked  Tom  with  a  frown. 

“No.  You  have  no  rivals,  for  I  love  you  alone,  Tom.” 

“Well,  it’s  very  unpleasant  for  a  fellow  to  know  that  some 
other  man  is  after  his  girl.” 

“Of  course.  I'd  feel  the  same  way  if  I  knew  that  some 
other  girl  was  in  love  with  you,  Tom.” 

“Who  is  this  chap?” 

“A  person  who  calls  himself  Owen  Dalton.” 

The  Bradys  heard  most  of  their  conversation,  and  the 
girl's  last  remark  filled  them  with  amazement. 

“Wait!”  whispered  Harry.  “Don’t  pinch  him  yet.  Let 
us  hear  what  else  the  girl  has  to  say  about  the  mail  thief.” 

Old  King  Brady  nodded  assent. 

Paying  no  heed  to  the  detectives,  the  lovers  continued 
their  talk. 

“How  came  vou  to  meet  this  nian  ?”  asked  Tom. 

%/ 

“I  left  the  theater  with  my  friend,  Daisy  Howard.  She 
met  her  lover,  Simon  Gregg,  at  the  stage  door.  Gregg  had 
fC  friend  of  his  with  him  named  Owen  Dalton,  a  big,  curly 
headed  man  with  a  huge  mustache  and  imperial.  I  was  in¬ 
troduced  to  him  by  Gregg  and  he  promptly  fell  in  love  with 
•me  and  said  so  after  we  had  gone  to  a  restaurant  for  some 
oysters.” 

“Where  does  this  Dalton  live?” 

“At  Gregg’s  house  on  Way  street,  facing  the  Boston  and 
Albany  tracks  on  which  your  train  runs.” 

“Not  a  very  elegant  neighborhood  !”  commented  Tom. 

The  girl  laughed,  for  she  saw  he  was  jealous. 

Just  then  Old  King  Brady  stepped  up  to  them. 

“Mr.  Daly,  I  believe?”  said  he  politely. 

“That’s  me,”  answered  Tom  in  some  surprise. 

Old  King  Brady  laid  a  hand  on  his  shoulder. 

“You  are  my  prisoner,  sir,”  said  he  quietly. 

The  mail  clerk  started  and  turned  pale  and  the  girl  gave 
a  low,  suppressed  cry  and  recoiled. 

As  soon  as  Tom  recovered  his  wits,  he  asked: 

“What’s  the  charge?” 

“Robbing  the  mails.” 

“Why — I  didn’t  do  anything  of  the  kind.” 

«  You'll  be  given  a  chance  to  prove  that  when  you  are  put 
on  trial  in  court,”  said  the  old  detective. 

“The  charge  is  false — false!”  cried  the  young  man  hotly. 

“I  hope  it  may  prove  so,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 
“Gome  alone,  ir.” 


CHAPTER  VI. 

THE  GIRL  DECOY. 

i 

With  a  troubled  look  upon  his  pale  face,  Tom  Daly  turned 
to  Clara,  held  out  his  hands  and  asked  her  appealingly : 

“Do  you  believe  this  awful  charge,  Clara?” 

The  girl  rushed  into  his  outstretched  arms,  nestled  close 
to  his  bosom  and,  looking  up  into  his  eyes  with  a  trustful 
expression,  she  cried  in  impulsive  tones : 

“No,  no,  Tom  !  You  are  no  thief  I” 

“Thank  heaven  for  that  assurance,  dear.” 

“I  defy  these  men  to  prove  it.” 

“Oh,  we  can  do  that,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“There  must  be  some  horrible  mistake  here,  sir,”  said  the 
mail  clerk  earnestly.  “I  never  stole  a  thing  in  my  life.” 

“The  evidence  against  you  is  pretty  strong,  my  boy.” 

“Would  you  mind  telling  me  what  it  is?” 

“Certainly  I’ll  tell  you.” 

And  Old  King  Brady  recited  the  facts  we  have  disclosed. 

The  story  staggered  Tom. 

He  glanced  helplessly  at  the  detectives  a  moment  and  then 
he  said  in  low,  strained  tones : 

“Of  course,  it  looks  as  if  I  were  really  guilty,  but  I  am 
as  innocent  of  that  deed  as  vou  are.” 

V 

“I  can't  see  hew  the  mystery  can  be  explained  except  by 
the  supposition  that  you  got  away  with  the  missing  mail.” 

“Well,  I  didn't,”  declared  Tom.  “Of  course,  I’m  as 
puzzled  about  it  as  you  are.  I  don't  pretend  to  explain  this 
strange  mystery,  but  the  true  facts  are  bound  to  come  to 
light  and  vindicate  me  some  day.” 

“Did  you  notice  that  you  took  on  eleven  hags  in  New 
York  and  vou  onlv  had  ten  when  you  arrived  here  ?” 

“I  did,  but  as  I  could  onlv  find  ten  in  the  car  I  came  to 

*  v 

the  conclusion  that  1  did  not  count  them  right  in  New 
York.” 

“Well,  we  saw  eleven  bags  put  in  your  car.  Now,  where 
did  tlie  extra  bag  disappear  to  so  suddenly  ?” 

Tom  shook  hjs  head. 

He  was  greatly  bewildered. 

“I  can’t  explain  the  mystery,”  said  he  hopelessly. 

“But  you  realize  now  why  we  suspect  you?” 

“Yes.  It’s  fair  for  you  to  do  so  under  the  circumstances, 
I  presume.” 

“Of  course  it  is.” 

Clara  pressed  Tom’s  hand  and  there  were  tears  in  her 
eyes,  but  she  tried  hard  to -appear  brave  to  encourage  him, 
and  said : 

“Don’t  worry,  Tom.  Go  with  them  if  you  must.  I’ll  do 
all  I  can  for  you.  Tf  they'll  accept  bail  I’ll  get  you  out  of 
jail. and  together  we’ll  try  to  unravel  this  strange  mysterv  ” 

“God  bless  you,  Clara.  I’ll  brace  up.  You  make  me 
more  hopeful.  Good-bye  for  the  present,  dear.” 

He  kissed  her  and  after  a  fond  embrace  they  parted. 

“I’ll  meet  you  at  rhe  American  House,”  called  Harry  to 
liis  partner,  as  Old  King  Brady  marched  Tom  away. 
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“Very  well.  You  look  after  the  girl,”  significantly  an¬ 
swered  the  old  detective,  as  he  strode  away  withliis  prisoner. 
When  they  were  gone  Harry  glanced  at  the  girl. 

She  was  bitterly  weeping.. 

The  boy  approached  her. 

“See  here.  Miss - ”  he  exclaimed. 

The  girl  dried  her  eyes  and  glanced  up  at  him. 

“My  name  is  Clara  King,”  said  she. 

“And  mine  is  Harry  Brady,”  replied  the  boy. 

“You  are  a  detective,  too,  I  suppose?” 

“I  am.” 

:What  do  you  want  of  me?” 

:I  wish  to  help  Daly.” 

The  girl’s  eyes  opened  wide  with  surprise. 

“Ain’t  you  against  him?”  she  asked  wonderingly. 

“No,  indeed,”  replied  Harry.  “We  only  did  our  duty 
“But  you  believe  he  is  guilty?” 

Certainly,  else  we  would  not  have  pinched  him.” 

Then  why  should  you  befriend  him  now?” 

“Because  he  may  be' innocent,  after  all.” 

“Of  course  he  is.  I’m' prejudiced  in  his  favor.” 

We  have  no  prejudice.  We  go  by  cold  facts  only.” 

:But  you  are  fair-minded  enough  to  give  him  the  benefit 
of  a  doubt  ?” 

“That’s  the  point,”  assented  Harry? 

“How  can  you  aid  him?” 

“By  fastening  the  deed  on  some  one  else.” 

Ts  there  any  one  you  could  do  that  to  ?” 

Perhaps.  A  man  whom  we  know  to  be  a  professional 
mail  thief.” 

“  Indeed !  Some  one  who  may  have  done  this  job  ?” 
“Well,  he  might  be  implicated.” 

“Tell  me  who  he  is.” 

“Owen  Dalton.” 

“What !  Do  you  know  that  man?” 

“Yes.  He’s  a  crook.” 

“Good  gracious!  Is  that  so?” 

“He’s  a  fugitive  from  the  New  York  authorities  now.” 
Harry  explained  to  her  what  Dalton  had  done  in  New 
York. 
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The  pretty  actress  was  startled,  and  she  said  suspiciously: 

“Birds  of  a  feather  flock  together.  Therefore  Gregg  may 
be  as  big  a  rascal  as  Dalton  is.” 

“Perhaps,”  assented  the  boy.  “Anyway,  we  know  that 
Dalton  was  intensely  interested  in  the  registered  mail  which 
Tom  is  accused  of  stealing.  That  makes  us  think  ho  may 
have  had  a  finger  in  the  pie.  If  I  catch  him  I  might  make 
him  confess.” 

“You  can  catch  him  easy  enough,”  said  the  girl. 

“How?”  demanded  Harry  quickly. 

“I  can  show  you  where  he  lives.” 

“Will  vou  do  so?” 

w 

“Of  course  I  shall.” 


“Thank  you.  Mind,  I  don’t  say  I  can  clear  Tom  by  cap¬ 
turing  Dalton,  but  1  do  say  it's  queer  Dalton  manifests  such 
a  great  interest  in  that  particular  mail  and  afterward  i~ 
found  here  where  the  robbery  occurred.  He  may  be  in 
league  with  Tom.” 

-“I  don’t  believe  it.” 

“Of  course  you  won't  admit  that  your  lover  is  a  thief. 
That  is  to  be  expected.  However,  by  capturing  Dalton  some 
light  may  be  thrown  on  this  puzzling  affair.” 

“I’ll  aid  you  to  get  him.” 

“Would  you  call  on  him  and  admit  us  to  his  house?” 

“Certainly  I  could  and  will.  In  fact,  my  friend,  Daisy 
Howard,  who  is  engaged  to  Dalton’s  friend  Gregg,  went 
over  to  the  house  an  hour  ago.  They  wanted  me  to  go,  but 
I  refused  in  order  to  come  here  and  see  Tom.  Gregg  was 
going  to  have  a  little  social  time  there  to  show  off  some  hand¬ 
some  oil  paintings  and  fine  etchings  he  just  bought.  Pic¬ 
tures  are  his  hobby.  I  can  go  there  and  let  you  in.” 

“Do  so  by  all  means,”  eagerly  said  Harry.  “While  you 
and  your  lady  friend  are  entertaining  the  two  men  I  can 
search  the  house  and  try  to  find  some  evidence  of  crooked¬ 
ness  on  the  premises.  If  they  are  mail  thieves  I  can  then 
•find  it  out.” 

“  You  had  better  have  your  partner  with  you  then.”  said 
the  girl  earnestly.  “If  you  don’t  you  might  get  in  trouble. 
When  lie  joins  us  we  can  make  a  plan  whereby  you  can  arrest 
Dalton.” 

“Very  well,”  assented  Harry.  “Come  along  and  we  will 
get  Old  King  Brady.” 

Half  an  hour  later  they  met  the  old  detective  and  ex¬ 
plained  their  plan  to  him. 

“Miss  King  can  let  us  in  and  I’ll  remain  downstairs  on 
guard, while  Harry  searches  the  upper  part  of  the  house,” 
said  Old.  King  Brady.  “If  any  danger  ensues  I  can  be  sig¬ 
nalled  by  three  short  whistles  and  come  to  your  aid.  On 
the  other  hand,  if  I  whistle,  you  come  to  help  me." 

“Very  well,”  said  Hairy. 

“For  my  part,”  said  Clara,  “I'll  see  that  the  front  door  is 
left  unlocked  and  I'll  hold  all  hands  in  the  parlor  while  you 
are  getting  into  the  house.” 

t 

With  this  arrangement  they  hurried  off. 

Upon  reaching  Way  street  they  separated. 

The  girl  went  up  the  stoop  of  a  little,  old-fashioned  frame 
house  and  the  detectives  lurked  behind  the  trees. 

They  saw  her  ring  the  belt 

A  few  moments  later  they  observed  Dalton  open  Hie  door, 
warmly  greet  her,  and  she  went  in  to  act  her  part. 

Waiting  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  the  Bradys  stole  over  to  the 
house  and,  quietly  ascending  the  front  stoop,  they  tried  the 
door. 

It  was  unlocked. 

Pushing  it  open,  they  entered  the  dark  hall. 


“Will  you  aid  me  to  capture  him?” 

“Gladly,  if  it  will  aid  poor  Tom.” 

“Very  well.  As  Dalton  is  stuck  on  you  I’ll  make  a  decoy 
of  yon.” 

“I’m  at  your  service,  Mr.  Brady.” 


CHAPTER  VII. 

TIIE  MAN  WITH  A  DAGOEH. 

As  the  Bradys  crept  into  the  dark  hall  of  the  little  frame 
house,  they  could  hear  the  voices  of  Clara,  Daisy,  Dalton 
and  Gregg,  laughing  and  talking  in  the  parlor. 
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According  to  their  plan,  Old  King  Brady  went  to  the  rear 
ctf  the  hall,  and  Harry  crept  upstairs  to  search  the  house 
for  some  evidence  of  these  men's  crookedness. 

“Gregg  may  be  a  crook,  too,”  thought  the  boy.  “If  he's 
a  crank  on  the  subject  of  oil  paintings,  Clara  is  good  enough 
acttress  to  keep  his  attention  away  from  this  hall  long  enough 
'to  give  us  a  show  to  search  the  house  before  we  attack  and 
arrest  the  men.” 

The  boy  was  provided  with  a  dark  lantern. 

He  found  the  two  upper  rooms  furnished  as  sleeping 
apartments  and  a  quick,  silent  search  failed  to  reveal  any¬ 
thin?  of  interest, 

o  « 

A  flight  of  stairs  in  the  hall  met  his  glance. 

The  boy  ascended  into  an  attic. 

It  was  a  murky  place. 

The  walls  were  cracked,  plaster  had  fallen  out  in  places, 
showing  the  skeleton  ribs  of  the  laths  beneath ;  spiders  had 
spun  their  webs  in  the  corners  and  there  was  no  carpet  on 
the  door. 

Aa  the  young  detective  flashed  the  light  of  his  lantern 
around  the  room,  he  could  hardly  suppress  a  cry  of  amaze¬ 
ment  at  what  he  observed.  * 

Stacked  about  the  room  were  ten  big  United  States  mail 
bags,  the  mouth  of  one  being  open  and  the  contents  oflregis- 
tered  letters  were  poured  out  on  the  floor. 

Harry  glanced  at  the  tags. 

His  aamazement  now  increased,  for  by  comparing  the  num¬ 
bers  with  his  memoranda,  he  saw  that  these  pouches  were 
the  ten  mail  bags  taken  from  Daly’s  car,  for  which  the  empty, 
inflated  ones  had  been  substituted ! 

“Great  Scot!”  he  exclaimed. 

There  was  a  gas  jet  in  the  room  on  the  wall,  and  he  lit  it. 

Putting  his  lantern  in  his  pocket,  he  knelt  down  and  ex¬ 
amined  the  pouches  very  carefully  and  saw  that  he  had  made 
no  error. 

“How  in  thunder  did  they  get  here?”  he  gasped.  “What 
sleight  of  hand  did  the  mail  thieves  practice  to  get  them  here 
and  leave  substitute  bags  behind?  The  bags  being  in  this 
house  with  Dalton  and  his  pal  shows  plainly  that  they  had  a 
hand  in  the  theft.  In  fact,  they  must  be  at  the  bottom  of  the 
whole  job.  plow  lucky  I  came  here.  We  can  recover  the 
whole  thing  and  pull  the  crooks  in.” 

Just  then  Dalton  appeared  in  the  doorway. 

He  had  left  the  parlor  on  a  flimsy  pretext  and,  seeing  the 
reflection  of  Harry's  light  gleaming  through  the  open  door 
into  the  hall  afeove,  he  became  alarmed  and  crept  upstairs. 

In  a  moment  Clara  missed  him. 

Alarmed,  she  went  hunting  for  him,  fearing  he  would  find 
the  detectives  acnd  spoil  their,  plan. 

Unluckily  Old  King  Bradv  had  gone  op.  an  investigating 
tour  downstairs  in  the  basement. 

Clara  found  him  and  hastily  told  him  what  occurred. 

“He  isn’t  downstairs,”  said  Old  King  Br^dy. 

“Then  he  has  gone  up  and  will  find  Harry,”  said  the  girl. 

“There'll  be  a  fight  if  he  does,”  grimly  answered  the  de¬ 
tective. 

“HI  go  up.  Too  follow.  If  there's  any  trouble  I’ll  sig- 
r,h  1  to  you  as  we  formerly  agreed,”  said  the  girl., 


“Go  ahead.” 

She  hastily  crept  upstairs  and  Old  King  Brady  followed. 

Meantime  Dalton,  upon  recovering  from  his  amazement 
upon  seeing  Harry,  crept  into  the  attic. 

The  villain  had  a  big  dagger  in  his  hand,  and  creeping  up 
behind  the  young  detective,  gave  him  a  violent  blow  with 
the  heavy  handle  of  the  weapon. 

Harry  fell,  partially  stunned. 

“I've  got  you !”  hissed  the  villain. 

He  picked  up  a  piece  of  rope,  planted  the  boy  in  a  chair, 
bound  him  there  and  tied  a  handkerchief  over  his  face  to 
gag  him. 

The  young  detective  was  rendered  helpless. 

Dalton  flung  off  his  coat. 

He  clutched  the  dagger  in  his  hand  nervously  and  kept 
watching  the  boy  in  a  wolfish  manner. 

Just  then  Clara  rushed  into  the  room. 

'“What  are  you  doing?”  she  cried. 

Dalton  was  startled  by  her  appearance. 

He  banged  the  door  shut  so  hard  that  the  glass  in  the 
transom  rattled  and  turning  the  key  in  the  lock,  he  cried : 

“Don't  you  dare  to  say  a  word,  Clara.” 

“Why,  Mr.  Dalton,  I - ” 

“That  fellow,”  interrupted  Dalton  feverishly,  as  he 
pointed  at  Harry,  “is.  one  of  my  deadliest  enemies.  He 
thirsts  to  put  me  in  jail.  I  know  him.  He's  here  to  rob 
me.  But  he  won't.  I’ll  kill  him  first !" 

He  brandished  his  dagger  ferociously. 

Evidently  he  was  half  insane  from  drinking,  for  he  spoke 
thickly  and  his  eyes  were  bloodshot. 

“You  must  not  do  that,”* said  Clara  soothingly.  “You'd 
get  hung  for  such  a  crime  in  this  State.” 

“I  don't  care,”  recklessly  answered  the  man.  “If  I  don’t 
put  him  out  of  the  way  I  may  go  to  prison  for  life.  The 
thought  is  maddening,  maddening.  I  won't  run  any 
chances.  If  you  love  me  as  you  say  you  do  you  won’t  give 
me  away  if  I  protect  myself  by  putting  that  uetective  where 
he  will  never  do  me  any  harm.” 

“Oh,  I  can't  allow  you  to  imperil  yourself  so  much,”  said 
the  actress,  pretending  to  be  studying  his  interest.  “What 
are  all  these  mail  bags  doing  here,  Owen?” 

The  thief  glanced  at  the  evidence  of  his  guilt  a  moment 
and  then  turning  to  the  girl,  he  said  in  low  tones : 

“I’ll  tell  you.  They  belong  to  Gregg  and  I.  The  con¬ 
tents  are  worth  a  fortune.  Now  see  here,  Clara,  when  you 
came  in  to-night  you  pretended  not  to  care  much  how  a  man 
got  money  as  long  as  he  got  it,  didn't  37ou?“ 

“Yes,  I  did,”  she  replied,  to  draw  him  out. 

“Well,  you  are  the  kind  of  a  girl  I  want.  I’ve  already 
told  you  I  fell  in  love  with  you  at  sight.  I  was  delighted  to 
see  you  come  here  to-night  after  you  refused  to  come  here 
before.  It  made  our  little  party  of  four  quite  complete.  We 
saw  Gregg’s  pictures  and  had  a  social  chat  and  Gregg  and 
I  were  going  to  take  vou  both  home,  when  I  got  a  sudden 
‘haunch’  that  something  was  going  to  happen.  It  made  me 
very  nervous.  That’s  why  T  left  the  room..  Glancing  up  the 
stair — well,  I  saw  a  light  up  here.  Alarmed,  I  came  up  to 
investigate  and  found  this  detective  here.” 
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“I  see.” 

'‘As  1  told  you,  he  is  my  enemy,  so  I  nailed  him.  I  know 
you've  got  sporting  blood  in  you  from  what  you’ve  said  to 
me.  Now  1  want  you  to  stand  by  me  in  this  deal.  I  ain’t 
going  to  give  you  all  the  particulars  until  after  we  are  mar¬ 
ried.  If  you  act  like  a  little  woman  we’ll  have  loa'ds  of 
money  and  you’ll  enjoy  the  benefit  of  it.” 

“I’ll  stick  to  you,  Owen.” 

“That’s "the  talk.  Now  you  run  downstairs  and  leave  me 
alone  with  this  cop  a  while.  I’ll  join  you  presently.” 

“I  won’t  leave  you,”  replied  the  girl,  who  was  wildly 
anxious  to  aid  Young  King  Brady. 

“Then  I’ll  put  an  end  to  the  matter  at  once !” 

A  cold  chill  shot  through  the  girl. 

It  made  her  desperate  to  see  the  deadly  look  on  the  man’s 
face,  but  she  hardly  knew  what  to  do. 

An  idea  flashed  across  her  mind,  however. 

She  remembered  Old  King  Brady. 

All  her  reliance  was  now  centered  upon  him. 

A  slight  noise  outside  the  door  convinced  her  that  the  old 
detective  had  reached  the  upper  hall. 

The  mail  thief  was  going  to  stab  Young  King  Brady. 

Clara  gave  the  signal. 

Open  went  the  transom  and  Old  King  Brady  appeared. 

Levelling  his  revolver  at  Dalton,  he  shouted : 

’  “Stop  !  If  you  injure  that  boy  I  will  shoot  you  !” 

A  wild  yell  escaped  Dalton,  and  wheeling  around,  he 
glared  at  the  old  detective  like  a  wild  beast. 

“The  other  one  !”  he  gasped. 

He  expected  to  get  shot. 

In  an  effort  to  save  himself,  however,  he  suddenly  reached 
up  and  turned  out  the  gas. 

As  gloom  fell  upon  the  room,  Clara  shrieked  and  Old  King 
Brady  dove  head  first  through  the  transom. 

He  landed  on  his  hands  and  knees  on  the  floor  just  as  a 
scampering  of  Dalton’s  footsteps  went  across  the  room. 
Then  he  arose  and  lit  the  gas. 

The  door  leading  to  the  hall  was  still  locked,  but  to  the 
detective’s  amazement,  Dalton  had  vanished. 


“Where  did  Dalton  vanish  to  so  suddenly?” 

“Not  out  the  door,”  replied  Clara. 

“How  do  you  know?”  asked  the  old  detective. 

“Simply  because  I’ve  been  leaning  against  it  from  the 
moment  Dalton  turned  out  the  lights.  He  could  not  pass 
me  without  my  being  aware  of  it.  Moreover,  the  door  is 
still  locked.” 

“I’ll  search  for  a  secret  exit.” 

The  old  detective  did  not  have  to  search  more  than  a  few 
moments  ere  he  found  a  trap  door  in  the  floor. 

Opening  it,  a  ladder  was  revealed. 

It  stood  in  a  closet  in  the  front  bedroom  on  the  floor 
below. 

“We’d  better  go  down  after  Gregg  before  he  gels  away 
with  Dalton,”  said  Harry,  opening  the  hall  door. 

They  raced  downstairs. 

The  parlor  door  was  open  and  Daisy  stood  in  the  room 
alone. 

“Where’s  Gregg?”  queried  Harry,  rushing  in. 

“Gone,”  answered  the  actress. 

“Where  to?” 

“I  don’t  know.  Mr.  Dalton  just  rushed  in  here,  said 
something  to  him  and  they  hurried  out  together  without 
saying  a  word  to  me.  Both  were  greatly  excited,  too.” 

“Chase  them,  Old  King  Brady !”  cried  the  boy. 

Away  rushed  the  veteran  detective  and  Daisy  ran  over  to 
Clara,  who  had  just  entered,  and  cried  in  alarmed  tones : 

“Oh,  Clara,  what  does  this  all  mean?” 

“We  have  been  deceived  by  those  men,  Daisy.” 

“In  what  way?” 

“They  are  regular  crooks.” 

“What?” 

“Mail  thieves.” 

“  Good  gracious !” 

“This  is  the  den  where  they  keep  their  booty.” 

.  “And  these  two  men?”  asked  Daisy. 

“Detectives  who  are  after  them.” 

“How  dreadful !” 

“Now  you  know  what  they  are  you’ll  have  to  give  Gregg 
up.” 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

THE  BRADYS  SEPARATE. 

I 

Old  King  Brady’s  first  care  was  to  release  Harry,  of  whom 
he  asked : 

“Did  he  hurt  vou?” 

“Gave  me  a  thump  on  the  head  that  made  me  senseless 
long  enough  for  him  to  bind  and  gag  me,”  the  boy  answered. 
“What  are  these  mail  bags?” 

“The  ten  pouches  of  registered  letters,  for  stealing  which 

we  arrested  Daly.” 

»/ 

“By  Jove!  Are  you  sure,  Harry?” 

“I’ve  already  verified  it.” 

“How  did  they  get  here?” 

Dalton  and  his  pal  must  know.” 


“Of  course  I  will!”  cried  Daisy.  “He  was  a  mean,  de¬ 
ceitful  fellow.  Made  me  believe  he  was  a  traveling  sales- 
man.  He  gave  me  his  picture  to  put  in  my  locket  to-night, 
but  I  won’t  wear  it  any  longer.  In  fact.  I’ll  destroy  it  now.” 

“Let  me  see  it  first,  miss,”  said  Harry  quickly. 

Daisy  opened  a  little  gold  locket  hanging  on  a  chain  she 
wore  around  her  neck  and  took  out  a  miniature  photograph. 

Handing  it  to  Harry,  she  .said  : 

“  There  he  is !” 

The  boy  gave  one  glance  at  it  and  exclaimed  in  tones  of 
the  most  intense  astonishment : 

“Why,  it’s  the  man  in  the  cab !” 

The  picture*  certainly  was  that  of  the  red-headed,  sallow¬ 


faced  man  he  had  seen  following  him  and  Old  King  Brady  in 
a  carriage  on  Nassau  street  in  New  York. 

The  two  actresses  noticed  his  agitation. 

“Who  is  the  man  in  the  cab?”  asked  Clara,  curiously. 
“Daltons  pal  in  his  mail-stealing  operations." 
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"You  know  him,  then?” 

"Oh,  we've  had  some  experience  with  the  man.” 

"Will  the  finding  of  those  missing  mail  bags  in  this  house 
secure  poor  Tom  Daly’s  release?”  eagerly  asked  Clara. 

"No,  I'm  sorry  to  say  it  won't,”  answered  Harry,  shaking 
his  head  dubiously,  "But  if  we  fail  to  prove  any  ^onnec- 
1  tion  between  Tom  and  these  two  crooks  your  mail  clerk  may 
be  discharged  from  custody  for  lack  of  evidence.” 

"Tom  will  never  be  satisfied  until  he  is  proven  innocent,” 
said  Clara,  her  big,  blue  eyes  flashing,  “and  the  time  is  bound 
to  come  when  we  will  prove  he  is  no  thief !” 

Harry  smiled  and  changed  the  subject  by  saying : 

“Wont  you  bring  a  policeman  here?  We  must  secure 
these  mail  bags  at  once,  Miss  King.” 

"Certainly  1  shall.  Come  on,  Daisy,  we  have  no  further 
need  to  remain  in  this  dreadful  house.” 

And  they  hujried  away. 

Harry  examined  the  parlor. 

Poorlv  furnished  as  it  was,  the  walls  were  all  covered 
with  the  most  elegant  and  costly  oil  and  water  colors. 

Gregg  certainly  had  artistic  taste  and  might  well  have 
been  proud  of  all  these  fine  paintings. 

“  I  don't  wonder  at  him  wishing  to  show  off  these  pictures 
to  his  friends,”  thought  the  boy.  “I  wonder  if  he  came  by 
them  honestly?  We  shall  have  to  confiscate  everything  here 
now,  so  that  if  Mr.  Gregg  wants  his  pictures  he  will  have  to 
go  to  police  headquarters  to  get  them.  As  he  isn’t  likely  to 
do  that,  however,  the  department  may  be  the  gainer.” 

Presently  a  couple  of  patrolmen  Clara  had  found  arrived 
at  the  house  and  when  the  case  was  explained  to  them  one 
went  for  a  Post  Office  van  and  the  other  remained  on  guard. 

When  the  wagon  arrived,  the  ten  mail  bags  were  carried 
downstairs  and  were  locked  in  the  van  and  carried  away. 

Harry  followed  them  to  the  Post  Office. 

Here  he  met  the  Postmaster,  to  whom  he  detailed  every¬ 
thing  and  the  contents  of  the  ten  bags’  were  examined. 

They  tallied  with  the  specification  of  the  ten  bags  shipped 
from  New  York  which  the  detectives  had  been  following. 

“Not  a  letter  or  parcel  missing,”  laughed  the  Postmaster 
gleefully.  “  Mr.  Brady,  we  owe  you  a  deep  debt  of  gratitude. 
I’ll  never  forget  your  efficient  work.  We’ll  telegraph  to  the 
Postmaster  of  New  York  how  you  saved  these  bags  and  the 
contents  will  go  to  the  parties  they  are  addressed  to.” 

“  If  my  partner  only  catches  the  two  men  in  whose  hands 
we  found  this  mail,”  said  Harry,  “we  may  then  congratu¬ 
late  ourselves  for  having  cleaned  up  the  job  completely. 
Should  they  escape  him,  however,  we  won’t  stop  until  we 
run  down  the  villains  and  put  them  in  prison.” 

The  boy  went  to  the  American  House. 

An  hour  later  Old  King  Brady  came  in. 

He  had  a  disgusted  look  on  his  face  and  said  to  Harry : 
“Dalton  and  his  pal  escaped  me.” 

“I  feared  that  they  would,”  answered  Harry. 

“I  traced  them  to  the  railroad  depot  and.  infer  that  they 
are  heading  back  for  New  York.” 

“Their  actions  may  be  only  a  blind.” 

“ Perhaps.  We  will  know  to-morrow.” 

“What  have  vou  done?” 


“Telegraphed  ahead  to  New  York* for  the  police  to  lay  for 
them.” 

“That’s  one  safeguard,  but  one  of  us  had  better  go  ba^k 
there  and  try  to  find  out  more  about  how  Dalton  and  his 
pal  came  into  possession  of  those  ten  mail  bags,”  said  Harry. 

The  boy  then  told  what  he  had  done  and  they  went  to 
bed. 

On  the  following  day  while  the  detectives  were  at  police 
headquarters  Clara  King  and  Daisy  came  in  asking  for  them. 

When  they  met,  Daisy  handed  Old  King  Brady  a  telegram. 

He  read  it  and  this  is  what  it  said : 

f 

“Miss  Daisy  Howard,  No  —  Beacon  street,  Boston:  Re¬ 
fuse  information  about  me  to  every  one.  My  life  depends 
on  it.  Explain  by  letter.  *  Gregg.” 

It  was  marked  Chicago. 

The  old  detective  smiled  serenely  and  handed  it -to  Harry. 

“Doubled  on  their  tracks,”  he  chuckled.  “Fox}r,  ain’t 
they?” 

“Not  smart  enough  not  to  give  away  their  location  by 
this  telegram,  though,”  replied  Harry  quietly. 

“The  wisest  men  make  glaring  errors  sometimes.” 

“Going  to  Chicago  in  pursuit  of  them,  of  course?” 

“That’s  a  foregone  conclusion,  my  boy.” 

Harry  thanked  Daisy  for  posting  them. 

When  the  girls  were  gone  the  detectives  resolved  to  sep¬ 
arate,  Old  King  Brady  to  go  to  Chicago  and  Harry  to  pro¬ 
ceed  back  to  New  York. 

They  laid  out  a  plan  of  action  for  each  one  to  follow  and 
at  nightfall  they  went  in  opposite  directions. 

On  the  following  day  Harry  reached  New  York. 

As  he  was  going  toward  police  headquarters  he  saw  the 
negro  in  the  blue  army  uniform  driving  his  big,  white  horse 
down  Broadway,  and  stopped  him. 

As  the  man  pulled  his  rig  up  to  the  curb  expecting  to  take 
Harry  on  as  a  passenger,  the  boy  got  in  the  cab  and  said : 

“Drive  me  to  the  Federal  building.” 


CHAPTER  IX. 

•  ,  > 

CONFESSION  OF  THE  NEGRO. 

Ignorant  of  his  danger,  the  cabman  drove  the  young  de¬ 
tective  straight  to  the  building  in  which  Secret  Service  head¬ 
quarters  was  located,  and  pulled  up  near  a  policeman. 

Harry  alighted  and  said  to  the  officer : 

“Hello,  Dick !  Grab  this  horse,  will  you?” 

“What  for,  Mr.  Brady?”  queried  the  patrolman,  comply¬ 
ing. 

“I  am  going  to  arrest  the  driver.” 

“Me?”  demanded  the  negro  in  alarm. 

“Yes.  Get  down  from  that  seat.  I’m  a  detective.” 

Oh,  good  Lord!”  groaned  the  darkey,  complying  slowly. 

“Don’t  you  remember  me?”  Harry  asked  when  he  reached 
the  sidewalk. 
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The  colored  man  carefully  scanned  him. 

1/ 

A  look  of  recognition  flashed  from  his  eyes. 

“I’se  agoner !”  was  all  he  said. 

“Take  care  of  that  rig,  Dick,”  exclaimed  Harry. 

And  seizing  the  negro  by  the  arm,  he  led  him  into  the 
building,  a  trembling  and  very  much  frightened  prisoner. 

When  they  entered  the  Chief’s  office,  Harry  arraigned  the 
darkey  before  his  superior’s  desk,  and  said: 

“Good  morning,  Chief.  I’ve  got  a  prisoner.” 

“Hello,  Harry!  Who  is  this  man?” 

“The  cabman  who  was  in  league  with  the  mail  thieves.” 
“Good !  He’s  due  for  about  ten  years  in  Sing  Sing,  ain’t 
he?” 

“More  than  that  if  he  don’t  confess  all  he  knows  about 
those  crooks,"  replied  Harry,  winking  at  his  Chief. 

The  negro’s  panic  increased. 

He  glared  at  them  with  bulging  eyes  and  gasped  faintly: 
“Le’  nle  go,  boss.” 

“You  heard  what  we  said,  didn’t  yoti?” 

'“  ’Deed  I  did.” 

“How  do  you  like  the  prospect?” 

“Awful!” 

The  Chief  opened  his  blotter,  picked  up  a  pen  and  asked 
the  ,man  sternly : 

“What’s  your  name?” 

“Jim  Tomkins.”  , 

“Age?” 

“  ’Spec’s  I’se  abotlt  fifty.” 

“Residence  ?” 

“No.  10  Sullivan  street.” 

“Occupation?” 

“Cabman,  sah.” 

“Ever  been  in  jail?” 

“Nebber,  sah,  nebber.” 

“Do  you  know  Dalton  and  his  gang?” 

“Yessah.” 

“How  many  are  there?” 

“Six  mo’  besides  hcself,  yo’  ITonah.” 

“Who  are  they?” 

“Fust,  dar’s  Simon  Gregg.” 

“Do  you  know  anything  about  him?” 

“  Xuffin’  Tep’  he  uster  run  a  policy  shop  in  Ann  street.” 
“The  joint  recently  burned?” 

“Dat  am  de  place,  boss.” 

“Who  else  is  in  the  gang?” 

“Yo’know  Alike  Nally,  de  Pos’  Office  van  driber?” 

“The  one  who  recently  carried  ten  bags  of  registered  mail 
matter  to  the  Boston  Express  ?”' 'slyly  asked  the  Chief,  wink¬ 
ing  at  Harry. 

“Dunno  ’bout  dat.  He  dribes  van  No.  3.” 

“That's  the  very  van  you  referred  to,  Chief,”  eagerly  said 
the  boy  detective. 

“Is  he  a  member  of  Dalton’s  gang?”  asked  the  Chief  of 
the  negro.  * 

“He  am,  yo’  ITonah.” 

“Any  on^  else  connected  with  the  Post  Office?” 

“George  Carver,  a  van  driber  in  Posting,  sah.” 

“And  the  remaining  three?” 


“One  am  Walter  Rice,  de  nex’  am - ” 

“Wait!  Tell  me  who  Rice  is.” 

“A  tellygraft  operator.  He  ain’t  workin’,  dough.” 
“Well,  and  the  next?” 

“Monte  Jack,  de  Western  pickpocket.” 

“We  know  him  well.  And  the  last  man?” 


“Ole  Bill  Jones.” 

“The  bank  burglar?’’ 

“Yassah!”  . 

The  Chief  wrote  all  this  in  his  book. 


Finally  he  finished  and  suddenly  asked  the  coon : 

“How  do  you  know  the  gang  so  well  ?’ 

“Kaze  I  done  do  all  deir  drivin’  fo’  dem.” 

“Ain’t  you  a  member  of  the  gang?” 

“No,  sah!”  I 

He  spoke  emphatically. 

As  the  Chief  was  a  good  character  reader,  he  saw  that 


the  cabman  was  not  lying  in  order  to  shield  himself. 

“You  must  have  done  some  interesting  work  for  that 
gang,”  said  he.  “We  expect  you  to  make  a  clean  breast  of 
all  yoitr  doings  for  them.  If  you  don’t  I’ll  put  you  in  the 
State  prison  and  keep  you  there  for  life.” 

Tomkins  was  an  arrant  coward. 

A  look  of  horror  and  alarm  overspread  his  ebony  face  and 
he  raised  his  trembling  hands  imploringly,  began  to  blubber 
like  a  little  bov  and  whined  in  horrified  tones: 

“No  !  No  !  Doan’  yo’  do  dat.  Fo’  tnussy  sake  leabe  me 
go.  I’se  gwin  ter  tell  yo’  all  I  know  about  ’em,  boss.” 

“Well,  proceed.” 

“What  vo’  wanter  know  de  fust?”  tremulousty  asked  the 
negro. 

“Where  does  the  gang  meet?” 

“In  Gregg’s  place,  in  Ann  street.” 

“That  joint  is  closed  up  now.” 

“Dunno  whar  dey  gwine  nowr,  boss’” 

“Don’t  you  dare  to  lie  to  me.” 

“No,  no.  Fo’  de  Lawd  I  don’t.” 


“Do  you  know  Anything  about  the  mail  robbery?”  ' 
“Only  dis,  boss:  De  yudder  day  Gregg  wuz  in  ma  cab 
nigh  dis  yere  buildin’  an’  see  dem  two  fly  cops,  de  Bradys. 
He  spicioned  dat  de}*  wuz  outer  his  game,  an’  p’intin’  ’em  out 
ter  me,  he  tells  me  ter  foller  'em.  I  done  it.  We  seen  ’em 
pikin’  off  Dalton,  corner  ob  Maiden  Lane  an’  Nassau  street, 
an'  we  f offer’d  ’em  up  Nassau  street.  Dis  yere  young 
gemman  mus’  hah  seed  us,  kaze  he  rush  at  de  cab  an’  Gregg 
he  jump  out  de  yudder  do’  an’  ’scape.” 

“Is  that  all  you  know  about  the  matter?” 


—  >  x  uune  anoe  aroun 

block  an’ run  inter  Theater  Alley.  Gregg  an’  some  ob 

^ang  cep  Dalton  wuz  in  de  Ann  street  policy  room,  I  lea 
aftahwards.  Anyway,  when  dey  run  out  de  side  do’  a 
jump  m  ma  cab,  I  was  tole  fo  ter  dribe  dem  to  de  railrcw 
<*cpot  On  de  way  I  heah  dem  talkin’  jn  de  cab  dat  d< 
dint  de  Bradys  in  dat  room  an’  was  escapin'  ” 

“Where  were  they  going?”  #  •  A 

?a1l‘  011  ^ e  train.  Done  heerd  > 

«3  in  a  job  put  up  wot  wuz  gwine  tor  nav  dem  b 
money.”  J 
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'•What  did  they  say  the  job  was?” 

"  Fo'  ter  job  de  mail  clerk  in  de  car  aid  get  ten  bags  ob 
registered  mail  away  from  him  widout  him  knowin  it.” 

“Did  they  say  how  the  job  was  to  be  done?” 

“No,  salt.  Only  said  dat  everything  depended  on  Mike 
Nelly.  George  Carver,  de  Bosting  vau  driber,  an  Owen 
Dalton,  dc  letter-carrier." 

“Who  was  in  your  cab?” 

“Gregg,  Jones,  Rice,  Monte  an5  Nally.” 

“A  big  bunch  to  carry  in  a  small  cab.” 

“Yessah,  but  Nallv  left  dcm  uptown,  sayin’  dat  he  had 
fo'  ter  dribe  de  ten  bags  ob  mail  ter  de  railroad  depot  next 
morniq’.” 

“Jhen  those  five  were  the  men  who  shot  at  the  detectives 
in  Simon  Gregg's  gambling  den,  were  they?” 

“Fo'  shuah  dev  was.” 

“Well,  what  else  do  you  know?” 

“Nuffin’  mo7.” 

The  Chief  questioned  him  skilfully  a  short  time  longer, 
and  failing  to  elicit  anything  else  from  him,  he  called  in  an 
officer  and  had  Jim  Tomkins  sent  to  the  Tombs. 

“Your  next  step  is  quite  clear,  Harry,”  said  the  Chief  to 
the  boy  when  the  negro  was  gone.  “Go  and  arrest  Nally.” 

’“That’s  my  intention,  sir.” 

The  bov  left  the  office. 

He  made  his  way  to  Mail  street,  and  having  a  brief  talk 
with  the  Superintendent  of  the  wagon  delivery,  he  learned 
that  Nally  was  expected  in  at  any  moment  with  van  No.  3. 

Young  King  Brady  secreted  himself  and  waited. 

In  half  an  hour  he  saw  the  wagon  he  was  watching  for 
come  in  from  Park  Row  and  run  toward  the  platform. 

Nally  held  the  reins  over  a  spirited  team  of  bays. 

The  young  detective  left  his  covert  and  quietly  made  his 
way  toward  the  wagon,  to  arrest  the  driver  when  he  alighted. 

But  just  then  Nally  turned,  saw  him,  recognized  him  at 
a  glance  and,  overwhelmed  with  a  panic  of  fear,  he  drove 
away. 

Lashing  his  team  furiously,  he  sent  them  galloping  toward 
Broadway,  feeling  sure  that  Harry  was  after  him. 

And  this  fear  was  realized  when  he  saw  the  boy  racing 

* 

along  after  the  vau. 


CHAPTER  X. 

THE  FALSE  GUIDE. 

/  • 

“Old  Kim'  Bradv.”  said  an  affable  man  with  a  black  mus- 
tache,  touching  the  veteran  detective’s  arm,  as  he  alighted 
from  a  train  in  Chicago,  “I  never  expected  to  see  you  so  far 
a  wav  from  New  York.” 

The  officer  glanced  around  at  the  speaker  and  paused. 

“Monte  Jack,  the  pickpocket!”  he  muttered. 

The  dim  crook  chuckled  and  nodded. 

'*•  f  vou  remember  me,”  said  he  pleasantly. 

“Last  time  I  saw  you  I  sent  you  to  Joliet,”  said  the  de- 
te'tive  in  rather  grim  tones.  “I  rarely  ever  forget  men 
I've  convicted.” 


“Served  my  time  and  been  out  some  time,”  said  the  crook 
as  he  strode  along  beside  the  detective  toward  the  street. 

“I  hope  you  are  behaving  yourself  now.” 

“Well,  I  ain't,  Brady,  I’m  grafting  again.” 

“Can’t  keep  away  from  your  bad  habits,  eh?” 

“No.  I’m  driven  to  it  by  force  of  circumstances.” 

“How  can  that  be  possible*?” 

“  Once  a  man  is  disgraced  by  having  served  a  term  in  jail 
he  finds  it  difficult  to  get  honest  employment.  Nobody, 
wants  him.  The  prison  odium  clings  to  him.  No  one  will 
trust  him.  PR  may  mean  to  do  right,  but  if  people  shun 
and  kick  him  out  like  a  dog,  what  can  he  do  ?  He  has  got 
to  live.  He  has  got  to  have  money  in  order  to  live.  If  no 
one  will  give  him  a  chance  to  earn  it  honestly,  what  can  he 
do?  Nothing  but  earn  it  dishonestly.  I  tell  you,  Brady,  it 
sounds  very  pretty  to  hear  people  tell  you  to  be  good,  but 
when  a  poor  devil  isn’t  given  a  fair  show,  he  is  compelled  to 
become  a  criminal  again  whether  he  wants  to  or  not.” 

“That’s  all  humbug,”  impatiently  said  the  old  detective. 
“If  you  didn’t  do  wrong  in  the  beginning  you’d  have  noth¬ 
ing  to  regret  in  the  end.  A  vicious  man  invariably  comes 
to  a  bad  ending  and  whines  when  he  has  to  suffer  for  his 
sins.” 

“Well,  I  didn’t  brace  you  to  moralize  about  my  hard  luck,” 
said  Monte  Jack.  “I  suppose  I  ought  to  owe  you  a  debt  of 
vengeance  for  the  stretch  you  gave  me  in  prison,  but  I’m  a 
good-hearted  fool  and  I  want  to  do  you  a  good  .turn.  I’ve 
got  the  chance  to  do  so  and  won’t  let  it  pass.” 

Old  King  Brady  gave  him  a  curious  glance. 

“Do  me  a  good  turn?”  he  asked. 

“Exactly.” 

“How  ?” 

“Your  life  is  in  danger.” 

“Is  it?” 

“Yes.  Two  men  have  planned  to  do  you  up.” 

“Who  are  the  individuals,  Jack?” 

“Dalton  and  Gregg.” 

“How  dd>  you  know?”  / 

“I  heard  them.” 

“Here,  in  Chicago?” 

“Yes,  they’re  in  this  town.” 

“Whereabouts  2” 

“At  a  cheap  hotel  on  Randolph  street.” 

“What  kind  of  a  steer  are  you  giving  me  now,  Jack?” 

“I’m  on  the  dead  level,  Brady.” 

“Got  a  spite  against  them?” 

“I  don’t  care  to  say.” 

“  That  would  account  for  your  giving  them  away.” 

“How  would  you  like  to  pinch  them?” 

“That’s  why  1  Ve  come  here.” 

“Tracking  them,  eh?” 

“  y  0g  ^ 

“What  for?” 

“Mail  robbery.” 

“Oh,  I  see;  so  much  the  better.” 

“Show  me  where  thev  are.” 

%/ 

“Follow  me.” 

They  left  the  depot. 
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The  pickpocket  led  him  to  Randolph  street. 

Pausing  before  a  cheap-looking  liquor  saloon,  Jack  said: 

“Here’s  the  joint.”  J 

“Are  they  inside  now?” 

“Plowed  if  I  know.  We  can  easily  find  out.” 

They  passed  into  the  grimy  little  saloon  and  saw  a  big, 
fat  man  with  a  clean-shaved  fape  standing  behind  the  bar. 

Monte  Jack  nodded  to  him  and  asked: 

“Dalton  in ?” 

“Yair;  up  in  his  room.” 

“Gregg,  too?” 

“Yair,  Gregg,  too.” 

“This  gent  wants  to  see  them.” 

“Yair?  Take  him  up.” 

The  crook  nodded  seriously,  beckoned  to  the  detective  and, 
going  through  a  side  door,  he  ascended  a  flight  of  stairs. 

On  the  floor  above  the  staircase  opened  in  the  middle  of 
the  house  at  the  intersection  of  two  halls  which  crossed  each 

other. 

Numerous  single  rooms  opened  on  these  halls. 

Each  row  was  numbered  and  J ack  knocked  at  one  of  them. 

It  was  opened  by  Dalton,  who  was  in  his  shirt  sleeves. 

“Hello,  Jack,”  he  exclaimed.  “What  do  you  want?” 

“Brought  a  gent  here  to  see  you,”  said  the  pickpocket. 

“Who  is  he?” 

“See  for  yourself.” 

And  Jack  pushed  Old  King  Brady  into  the  room. 

The  officer  clutched  a  revolver  in  his  hand  and  bounded 
forward. 

Seeing  Dalton  and  Gregg  in  the  room,  he  aimed  his  re¬ 
volver  at  the  recoiling  men  and  exclaimed : 

“I  want  you  fellows.” 

These  words  had  scarcely  left  his  lips  when  Monte  Jack 
rushed  behind  Old  King  Brady,  flung  an  arm  around  his 
neck,  pressed  a  knee  against  the  small  of  his  back,  and  tried 
to  garrote  him. 

“Treachery!”  hoarsely  gasped  the  detective. 

He  now  realized  that  the  crook  had  led  him  into  a  trap. 

“Help,  fellows!”  yelled  the  pickpocket. 

Dalton  and  Gregg  rushed  toward  him. 

Jack  was  squeezing  Old  King  Brady’s  windpipe  with  his 
arm  so  hard  that  the  officer’s  head  was  pqlled  back  and  he 
grew  red  in  the  face.  He  could  not  use  his  revolver  at  all. 

All  his  strength  was  used  to  release  Jack’s  arm. 

Dalton  wrenched  the  detective’s  pistol  away. 

Just  then  Old  King  Bradv  got  hold  of  the  pickpocket. 

Possessed  of  enormous  strength,  the  old  officer  pulled! the 
crook  around  in  front  of  him,  picked  him  up,  raised  him 
above  his  head  and  hurled  him  at  Dalton  and  Gregg. 

He  struck  the  latter  individual . like  a  cannon  ball  and 
bowled  him  over  upon  the  floor. 

Oalton  levelled  the  pistol  at  the  detective. 

“  Hold  up  there  !”  he  yelled. 

The  detective  glanced  around  at  him. 

‘Turned  my  own  pistol  upon  me.  eh  ?”  he  asked. 

“Stop  where  you  are!”  ordered  Dalton  sternly. 

“Going  to  fire ?•” 

“If  you  disobey  me  1  shall.” 

►  W 


“Then  shoot  away !” 

And  Old  King  Brady  rushed  at  him. 

Bang !  Bang !  Bang  went  the  revolver. 

Bullets  flew  around  the  old  detective  like  a  swarm  of 
hornets  and  one  of  them  came  so  close  it  grazed  his  cheek. 

Old  King  Brady  kept  cool,  however. 

Reaching  Dalton  uninjured,  he  hauled  off  his  fist  and 
swung  it  at  the  man’s  jaw  with  awful  force. 

Bang ! 

Dalton  went  down  and  out. 

Before  Old  King  Brady  had  a  chance  to  do  any  more 
damage  Gregg  had  risen  arid  picked  up  a  chair. 

The  villain  brought  it  down  on  the  detective’s  head. 

Crash ! 

It  was  a  stunning  blow. 

The  detective  fell  to  the  floor. 

A  groan  escaped  him  and  he  rolled  over  senseless. 

“Got  him!”  chuckled  Gregg. 

He  pounced  on  the  detective  and  bound  and  gagged  him. 

By  the  time  this  was  done  the  door  opened  and  Jones, 
Rice  and  Carver  came  into  the  room. 

Matters  were  explained  to  them  by  Monte  Jack,  who  had 
risen,  and  the  villain  said : 

“It  was  by  the  merest  accident  that  I  happened  to  be  in 
the  railroad  depot  looking  for  graft  when  I  saw  Brady  alight. 
1  put  up  a  game  at  once  to  trap  him  by  bringing  him  here. 
You  can  see  the  result.” 

“What’s  to  be  done  with  him?”  asked  Gregg. 

The  sinister  looks  sweeping  over  their  faces  showed  that 
all  were  of  the  same  mind. 

Finally  Monte  J  ack  growled : 

“Kill  him  or  lie  will  arrest  us.”  < 

A  murmur  of  approval  came  from  the  rest. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

THE  MYSTERY  EXPLAINED. 


narrv  Hracly  saw  at  a  glance  that  Mike  Nally,  the  van 

driver,  had  a  guilty  conscience  and  was  afraid  of  him,  else 

he  would  not-  have  run  awav. 

*  «/ 

The  team  went  dashing  up  Broadway. 

People  scattered  like  a  frightened  flock  of  sheep  before 

Ihe  jjildlv  plunging  team  hitched  to  the  mail  wagon. 

But  there  were  many  wagons  and  cars  ahead.  M 

L<£<up  the  van  reached  Chambers  street  it  ran  between 

h<  aw  Bucks,  the  hubs  of  the  wheels  became  locked,  the 

;  n'ers  ravc(^  ari(^  swore  at  each  other  and  the  mail  wagon 
had  to  pause. 

1 1' at  gave  Harry  a  elianee  to  overhaul  the  vehicle.  1 

■  '  ie  dashed  tip  to  it  Hallv  made  a  motion  as  if  he  wen' 
going  to  leap  from  the  seat.' 

Th'  young  deteetive  raised  his  hand  and  shouted  at  him: 
on  t  deseit  vour  wagon  hero.  You  ean't  get  away  from 
me.  no  matter  what  you  do.  Mike  Nally.” 
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l  “What  do  you  want  of  me?” 


demanded  the  driver  in 


surly  tones  as  he  resumed  his  seat. 

“I  am  going  to  arrest  you !”  replied  the  boy. 

“On  what  charge?”  * 

“Mail  robbery,  as  vou  well  know.” 

“I'm  no  thief.” 

“Then  what  were  you  running  away  for?” 

“Who  was  running  away?” 

“You  were.  I'm,  not  to  be  deceived  as  easy  as  you 
imagine.” 

The  boy  climbed  up  on  the  seat  beside  the  man  and  Nally 
backed  his  team  and  freed  his  wheel  hubs: 


“Now  go  back  to  the  Post  Office/’  ordered  Harry. 

“I'm  going  to,”  answered  Nally. 

He  turned  his  team  and  drove  back  to  Mail  street. 

Arrived  there,  Harry  said  to  him  quietly : 

“Now,  come  with  me,  my  boy.” 

“Where  to?”  growled  the  man  uneasily. 

“The  Postmaster’s  office.” 

“Say,  what  in  thunder  is  the  meaning  of  this?” 

“Do  you  know  Jim  Tomkins,  the  cab  driver?” 

Nally  turned  pale  and  began  to  fidget. 

Finally  he  exclaimed  abruptly: 

“Don’t  know  such  a  person.” 

“Well,  he  knows  you!” 

“What  of  it?” 

“The  coon  has  confessed.” 

“What?” 

“All  about  Dalton’s  gang.” 

The  scared  look  on  Nally’s  face  deepened. 

He  now  feared  the  worst  and  asked  in  shaky  tones : 

“What  about  Dalton’s  gang?” 

“Oh,  you  know  all  about  the  mail  robbery.  You  were  in 
it.  There  were  you,  Dalton,  Gregg,  Monte  Jack,  Walter 
Rice,  Bill  Jones  and  the  Boston  mail  van  driver,  George 
Carver,  in  the  game.” 

These  words  confirmed  Nally’s  suspicion  that  the  whole 
game  was  known,  and  he  blurted  out : 

“What  are  you  going  to  do  with  me?” 

Harry  looked  straight  in  his  eyes  and  answered : 

“Give  you  one  chance  to  save  yourself.” 

“How  do  you  mean  ?” 

“By  confessing.” 

“What?” 

“All  about  the  whole  scheme.” 

Nally  became  panic-stricken. 

He  was  a  very  selfish  man  and  asked  quickly: 

“Supposing  I  tell  what  I  know,  what  then?” 

“  By  turning  State’s  evidence  you  will  get  off  easy.’ 

“How  about  the  rest?” 

“Every  one  of  them  is  anxious  to  have-the  showH’m  offer¬ 


ing  you.” 

.  “Then  they  are  arrested?” 

“  Every  one  of  them,”  asserted  Harry  solemnly. 

t/  s  * 

That  settled  the  matter. 

Vallv  fell  right  into  the  trap. 

*C;jVf  me  the  first  show,  won’t  you?”  he  asked. 

“That’s  what  we  intend  to  do.  Of  course,  you  haven’t 


go i  to  say  a  word  if  you  don't  wish  to,  but  I’ll  tell  you  this, 
if  you  don’t,  one  of  the  others  will,  and  you’ll  get  left.” 

“1  want  the  first  chance,”  eagerly  said  the  man. 

“We’ll  give  you  a  trial.  If  we  find  you  are  lying,  why,  we 
won’t  bother  any  further  with  you.  We’ll  put  you  right  in 
jail.  One  of  the  others  will  be  called  upon  to  confess.  He 
will  get  the  benefit  I’m  offering  and  you’ll  get  the  full 
penalty.” 

“I’ll  tell  the  truth  !”  fervently  asserted  the  man. 

Harry  smiled,  but  made  no  reply. 

The  boy  led  his  captive  to  the  Postmaster’s  office.  Con¬ 
fronting  that  dignitary,  the  boy  said : 

“I’ve  got  Nally  here,  sir.” 

“Good  for  yon,  Mr.  Brady,”  said  the  Postmaster. 

“He  will  expose  the  whole  game.” 

“So  much  the  better  for  him.” 

» 

The  van  driver  now  realized  for  a  certainty  that  his  con¬ 
nection  with  the  mail  thieves  was  known  to  the  Postmaster. 

It  made  him  feel  decidedly  uncomfortable. 

Harry  held  a.  whispered  consultation  with  the  head  of 
the  Postal  Department  and  a  stenographer  was. called  in. 

“Take  down  all  that  is  said,”  remarked  the  Postmaster  to 
the  short-hand  writer. 

“Very  well,  sir.” 

Harry  now  turned  to  Nally  and  asked  him : 

“How  was  this  robbery  of  those  ten  bags  of  registered 
matter  brought  about?  I  want  you  to  give  us  all  the  par¬ 
ticulars  without  reserve.” 

Seeing  he  had  no  alternative  but  to  make  a  clean  breast 
of  the  entire  affair,  the  miserable  man  replied : 

“Dalton  formed  the  plan.” 

“We  know  that,”  replied  Harry. 

“For  a  long  time  he  has  been  stealing  letters  and  pilfering 
the  contents.” 

“That  is  also  known  to  us.” 

“Finally  he  got  bolder  and  formed  a  gang  to  rob  the  out¬ 
going  mails.” 

“The  men  I  mentioned?” 

“Yes,  sir.  The  first  step  was  taken  for  a  gigantic  rob¬ 
bery.  It  was  carefully  planned.  The  idea  was  to  steal  a 
big  consignment  of  registered  letters  for  Boston.  To  begin, 
Dalton  had  to  get  a  mail  bag  key  made.  Then  he  had  a 
false  seal  made.  Next  he  stole  eleven  empty  mail  bags  and 
had  rubber  linings  made.  When  everything  was  ready 
Carver,  in  Boston,  was  let  into  the  plot.  By  watching  the 
Boston  mails,  Dalton  soon  learned  that  ten  bags  were  to  go 
to  Boston  on  the  Boston  Express.” 

“He  was  caught  snooping  around  that  mail,”  said  Harry. 

“Well,”  Nally  went  on,  “six  big  trunks  containing  ten 
empty  pouches  were  sent  to  the  depot,  billed  for  the  mail  car 
and  carried  by  my  wagon,  as  if  they  were  from  the  Post 
Office.  Next,  1  met  Dalton  on  {lie  morning  I  was  to  carry 
away  the  ten  pouches  from  the  Post  Office.  Dalton  got  into 
my  wagon.  Here  he  got  into  the  mail  bag.  \  drove  to  the 
Post  Office  and  took  on  the  ten  mail  bags  for  Boston.” 

“That  accounts  for  your  delivering  eleven  bags  at  the 
depot  instead  of  the  ten  you  were  supposed  to  deliver.” 

“Yes.  f  knew  eleven  were  taken  by  the  porters.  They 
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put  the  eleven  aboard  of  Daly’s  car  and  the  train  departed.’’ 

“We  rode  on  the  same  train.” 

“Between  New  York  and  Albany  Dalton  got  out  of  the 
bag.  He  was  behind  Daly,  who  was  reading  a  newspaper. 
He  drugged  Daly  without  letting  him  know  it.  With  his 
victim  sleeping,  Dalton  packed  two  mail  bags  in  each  trunk 
until  he  had  the  five  trunks  filled.  Before  Daly  awoke  Dal¬ 
ton  got  into  the  remaining  empty  trunk  with  the  hag  he  had 
been  hidden  in.  The  rubber-lined  duplicate  bags  had  been 
inflated  and  were  left  as  substitutes  for  the  ten  stolen  bags. 
Daly  never  noticed  the  way  he  was  fooled  at  that  time.  The 
train  finally  reached  Boston.  Here  the  lightness  of  the  fake 
bags  was  noticed  for  the  first  time.  To  Daly’s  surprise  one 
of  the  bags  had  vanished.  Instead  of  eleven  he  had  ten.” 

“We  saw  that,”  said  Harry.  “Go  on.” 

“Well,  the  trunks  were  stacked  in  the  depot  and  Carver’s 
wagon  came  and  carried  them  to  Gregg’s  house  in  Way  street 
and  another  mail  wagon  took  away  the  empty  bags  to  the 
Post  Office,  where,' of  course,  the  deception  came  to  light.” 

“I  see,”  said  the  Postmaster,  nodding. 

“The  mail  hags  were  carried  to  the  attic  of  Gregg’s  house 
and  the  trunks  were  delivered  to  the  Boston  Post  officials 
after  they  were  emptied.” 

“So  that’s  the  way  the  game  was  worked,  eh?” 

“Yes,  sir.” 

“Is  that  all ?” 


“That  was  the  way  we  planned  it.  A  letter  to  me  from 
Dalton  afterward  explained  that  the  trick  worked  like  a 
charm.  We  were  to  divide  the  swaj*  when  the  excitement  of 
the  loss  blew  over. 

“Do  you  know  anvthing  else  about  the  matter?” 

“No,  sir.”  *  t 

They  got  the  stenographer  to  typewrite  this  confession 
and  when  it  was  finished  Nally  swore  to  it. 

He  tfas  then  locked  up  and  Harry  departed. 

“We  understand  the  seeming  mystery  at  last,”  he 
chuckled,  “and  it  was  a  very  clever  game.” 


CHAPTER  XII. 
harry’s  return. 

.Old  King  Brady  was  in  a  dangerous  situation,  lying 
senseless  on  the  floor  in  the  room  in  which  his  enemies  were 
gathered. 

All  the  gang  approved  of  Dalton's  suggestion  to  kill  the 
old  detective,  as  the  easiest  way  to  put  an  end  to  his  pur¬ 
suit  of  them.  They  knew  he  had  a  view  to  arresting  the 
whole  crowd. 

Two  potent  reasons  actuated  them  to  go  to  such  an  ex¬ 
treme. 

One  was  that  they  knew  Old  King  Brady  to  be  a  most 
merciless  and  persistent  man,  who  would  not  fail  iu  the  <*nd 
to  capture  and  arrest  them. 

The  second  reason  was  that  everal  of  these  men  had  been 
imprisoned  in  the  past  and  had  all  the  horror  and  dread  of 


a  return  to  penal  servitude,  which  alarms  crooks  who  have 
served  time. 

It  is  a  well  established  fact  that  most  profesnonal  crim¬ 
inals  would  murder  a  detective  to  save  themselves  from  go¬ 


ing  to  prison  for  even  a  short  term. 

The  danger  Old  King  Brady  was  in  can  therefore  be 
imagined  when  the- gang  surrounded  him.  Dalton  relieved 
him  of  his  handcuffs  and  Gregg  bound  and  gagged  him. 

Not  until  he  was  rendered  utterly  'helpless  did  they  all 
feel  perfectly  secure  from  the  danger  of  arrest. 

Then  Dalton  said  to  Monte  Jack : 

“You  deserve  the  thanks  of  all  hands  for  the  bold,  clever 

manner  in  which  you  lured  this  old  villain  into  our  hands. 

> 

He  is  the  curse  of  our  lives.  Just  so  long  as  he  is  at  large 
we  cannot  feel  safe  for  a  moment.” 

“The  moment  I  saw  him  I  realized  that  he  got  wind  of 
where  we  came  to  from  Boston,”  replied  the  pickpocket  with 
a  quiet  chuckle.  “  He  evidently  got  on  our  trail  and  came 
on  here  for  the  purpose  of  putting  us  all  in  jail.  But  I’ve 
nipped  his  game  in  the  bud  and  he  won’t  do  us  any  harm 
now  if  we  put  him  out  of  the  way.” 

“The  question  is,  what  shall  we  do  with  him  so  we  won’t 
get  ourselves  into  trouble  with  the  powers  here  ?”  asked 
Gregg  guardedly.  “People  may  have  seen  him  come  in 
here  with  Jack,  and  it  will  arouse  suspicion  if  he  don’t  go 
out  of  here  alive  again.” 

“Oh,  we  can  easily  fix  that,”  said  Dalton.  “Brady  has 
done  us  a  great  deal  of  injury.  Didn’t  he  find  the  mail 
bags  in  the  Way  street  house  in  Boston?  We  were  cheated 
out  of  a  big  stack  of  money  and  valuables  by  his  confounded 
interference  in  that  job.  We  were  put  to  a  lot  of  time,  ex¬ 
pense  and  trouble  to  carry  out  that  plan  and  he  ruined  the 
whole  thing  at  the  last  moment  by  descending  on  us.  It 
will  be  the  same  way  in  all  our  future  plans  unless  we  do 
something  drastic  to  put  an  end  to  him  now.” 

“What  do  you  propose  to  do?”  queried  Gregg. 

Dalton  pondered  a  few  moments.  \ 

He  finally  reached  a  conclusion,  for  he  now  said : 

“Whatever  wre  do  must  he  done  quietly.  That’s  evident. 
A  e  must  protect  ourselves  against  the  law.  I  therefore  pro¬ 
pose  that  we  compel  the  man  to  commit  suicide.” 

Every  one  was  startled  at  this  bold  proposition. 

they  silently  glanced  at  each  other  a  few  moments,  and 
when  Gregg  recovered  from  his  surprise,  he  asked  : 

Flow  can  you  do  that?  Tf  you  release  him  and  place  a 
weapon  in  Lis  hands  he  will  he  desperate  enough  to  turn  it 
upon  us  and  not  upon  himself.” 


Dalton  s  lip  curled  in  a  smile  of  contempt. 

“Say,  Gregg,"  said  he.  “yon  certainly  must  think  I  am 
an  idiot  to  dream  ot  doing  such  a  thing  as  that.  Oh.  no :  wo 
don't  need  to  give  him  dangerous  firearms.  We  can  hold 
him  and  starve  him  a  few  days.  He  will  be  mighty  hungry 
then.  That’s  where  we  can  begin  operations.  I  wouK 
therefore  suggest  that  we  serve  him  with  a  good  meal  in 
winch  a  small  quantity  of  prussic  acid  has  been  introduced. 
Ravenous,  he  will  devour  the  food  before  he  has  time  to 
notice  it  has  been  poisoned.  Bv  that  tinW  he  will  have 
enough  of  the  poison  in  his  system  to  kill  him  and  w.  wiU  be 
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saved  from  the  necessity  of  using  more  violent  methods, 
lit  a  word,  we  can’t  be  punished  for  his  death,  for  it  will  be 
self-inflicted.  See  the  point?" 

“It's  assassination  just  the  same.,! 

“Perhaps  the  crime  might  be  called  such,  but  no  one  can 
accuse  us  of  killing  him  outright. ” 

“Where  is  the  poison  to  come  from?’* 

“rn  get  it.’*  1  ‘  ■  ' 

“If  you  do,  be  sure  to  go  after  it  at  a  drug  store  far  from 
here,  so  no  one  can  get  on  to  our  plan  or  know  that  the  drug 
was  bought  by  one  of  our  party  to  put  an  end  to  him.  You 
must  recollect  that  detectives  have  a  nasty  habit  of  running 
down  such  things.  If  they  were  to  prove  that  we  bought  the 
poison  that  killed  him  we  would  be  just  as  liable  to  suspicion 
and  arrest  as  not.” 

i 

“Leave  the  details  to  me,  I’ll  attend  to  that.  In  the 
meantime,  while  I’m  gone*,  you  can  put  him  down  in  the 
cellar,  where  he  will  be  safely  out  of  sight.” 

“Very  well,  don’t  gone  long.” 

Dalton  nodded  and  departed. 

He  went  far  from  the  hotel  and  bought  the  deadly  drug. 

While  he  was  so  employed  Harry  Brady  came  along. 

The  young  detective  had  just  arrived  in  Chicago  and  was 
going  to  hunt  for  his  partner. 

The  boy  saw  Dalton. 

He  concealed  himself  and  watched  the  crook. 

Ignorant  of  the  fact  that  Harry  was  shadowing  him,  Dal¬ 
ton  bought  the  poison  and  departed  from  the  drug  store. 

When  Yotmg  King  Brady  started  after  him  the  boy  was 
disguised. 

He  was  clad  in  a  plain  black  sack  suit  and  an  Alpine  hat 
and  when  he  slipped  a  gray  wig  on  his  head  and  fastened  an 
adhesive,  gray  mustache  on  his  lip,  his  identity  was  well 
concealed. 

The  boy  carefully  watched  the  crook. 

Going  back  to  the  Randolph  street  hotel,  Dalton  went  in 
and  made  his  way  upstairs. 

Harry  did  not  wish  to  lose  track  of  him. 

He  therefore  was  obliged  to  form  a  plan  of  action  with 
great  rapidity  and  then  he  dashed  inside  the  saloom 

Dalton  had  vanished. 

But  the  boy  rushed  up  to  the  fat  proprietor  and  cried 
breathlessly : 

‘•Did  Mr.  Dalton  come  in?” 

“Yair ;  gone  upstairs  just  now,”  replied  the  owner. 

“I’ve  got  an  important  message  for  him.” 

“Yair?  Then  why  don’t  you  give  to  him ?” 

'  “Can  I  go  to  his  room?  I’m  in  a  fearful  hurry.” 

“Yair.  He’s  in  room  59.” 

“Through  this  side  door?” 

“Yair.”  .  v  ' 

Harry  hastily  left  the  barroom. 

The  boy  did  not  bear  his  enemy  as  he  darted  upstairs. 

He  soon  found  room  59  and  paused  at  the  door. 

Voices  on  the  other  side  reached  his  ears.  / 

Harry  listened 

“Well,”  be  beard  Dalton  saying,  “I’ve  got  the  poison.” 


“Good  !”  answered  Gregg.  “And  we’ve  put  Brady  in  the 
cellar.” 

“Has  he  recovered  his  senses  yet?” 

“Yes,  he  did;  soon  after  you  went  out.” 

“Nothing  was  said,  I  suppose?” 

“No.  It  was  useless,  as  we  had  him  gagged.” 

“Where  are  the  rest  of  the  fellows?” 

“ Gone.  They’ll  return  to-night.” 

Harry’s  amazement  was  intense. 

“Old  King  Brady  must  be  here..  Dalton’s  whole  gang 
must  be  here.  My  old  friend  must  be  in  the  power  of  these 
villains,”  thought  the  boy.  “He  said  they  had  him  bound 
and  gagged  in  the  cellar.  What  does  this  mean  anyway?” 

The  voices  ceased  in  the  room. 

Harry  was  in  a  quandary. 

He  wanted  to  attack  these  mail  thieves  and  yet  he  dared 
not  for  fear  he  would  meet  with  trouble  and  thus  he  pre¬ 
vented  from  going  to  the  aid  of  his  partner. 

On  the  other  hand,  he  feared  that  if  he  were  to  leave 
them  to  go  to  Old  King  Brady’s  aid,  they  might  escape  him. 

But  he  quickly  made  up  his  mind  what  to  do. 

“It’s  more  important  to  find  my  partner,”  he  thought, 
“for  he  may  be  in  dire  distress.  If  he  is  in  danger  I  may  be 
of  great  assistance  to  him.  We  may  lose  these  men  now, 
but  it  will  not  be  much  trouble  to  find  them  again.  I’ll  let 
them  go  for  the  present  and  go  to  Old  King  Brady’s  aid.” 

He  recoiled  from  the  door. 

Just  as  he  was  about  to  walk  away  the  door  opened  and 
both  Dalton  and  Gregg  emerged  into  the  hall. 

It  made  them  start  to  see  him  there. 

They  peered  hard  at  him  a  few  moments  and,  as  Dalton’s 
suspicions  arose,  he  suddenly  asked  the  boy : 

“Say,  young  fellow,  how  long  have  you  been  lurking  out 
here  in  front  of  our  door,  I’d  like  to  know?” 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

SAVING  OLD  KING  BRADY. 

• 

The  young  detective  saw  that  the  two  mail  thieves  were 
suspicious  of  him  and  that  Dalton  was  intent  upon  drawing 
him  out.  \ 

He  did  not  get  alarmed,  however. 

Simply  changing  the  tones  of  his  voice,  he  asked  quietly: 
“What  business  is  it  of  yours  how  Ion"  I’ve  been  in  this 
hall?” 

“Oh,”  replied  Dalton  quickly,  “we’ve  got  a  good  reason 
for  knowing.” 

“Have  you?  Well,  I  won’t  tell  you — see?” 

The  crook  was  nervous  and  gradually  became  excited. 
Seizing  Harry  by  the  shoulder,  he  said  in  low,  fierce  tones : 
“See  here,  sir.  T  want  you  to  answer  my  question.” 

“Take  your  hands  off  me!”  replied  Harry  angrily. 

“Not  till  you  give  me  a  satisfactory  answer.” 

“You  won’t,  eh?” 

“No.” 
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“  I’ll  make  you !” 

And  the  boy  gave  him  a  push  with  both  hands  that  sent 
him  reeling  back  against  the  wall. 

Dalton  gave  a  cry  of  rage. 

Rushing  at  Harry  with  his  fists  clenched,  he  roared : 

“I'll  break  your  head  for  that,  you  dog.” 

And  he  aimed  a  blow  at  the  young  detective’s  face  that 
would  have  knocked  him  senseless  had  it  landed,  but  Harry 
was  an  expert  boxer. 

He  leaped  aside  and.  sent  in  a  left  swing  that  caught  the 
crook  square  on  the  nose  and  drew  blood. 

Dalton  felt  as  if  his  nasal  organ  were  smashed  flat  on  his 
face,  and  he  roared  at  Gregg : 

“Why  don’t  you  help  me,  you  chump?” 

Gregg  rushed  at  the  boy  from  one  side  and  Dalton  from 
the  other  to  wreak  vengeance  on  him. 

The  young  detective  was  prepared  for  them. 

Bounding  back  against  a  wall,  he  whipped  a  revolver  out 
of  his  hip  pocket  and  shouted  in  threatening  tones : 

“Stand  back !” 

The  crooks  paused. 

Dalton  plunged  into  his  bedroom. 

Before  Gregg  had  time  to  follow  him  Harry  shouted : 

“You  stop  or  I’ll  fire  !” 

The  gaunt-featured  man  obeyed. 

“Don't  shoot  me !”  he  gasped  in  alarm. 

“Throw  up  your  hands.” 

Gregg  did  not  rebel. 

He  saw  that  he  was  at  Harry’s  mercy. 

The  boy  stepped  behind  the  man,  drew  out  his  handcuffs 
and  snapped  them  on  the  villain’s  wrists. 

“Thunder  !”  gasped  the  astonished  gambler. 

It  now  began  to  dawn  upon  his  mind  that  Harry  was  a 
detective,  and  he  glared  at  the  boy  and  demanded : 

“What  does  this  mean?” 

“Can’t  you  see?”  asked  the  boy. 

“Am  I  arrested?” 

“Of  course  you  are.” 

“Then  you  are - ” 

“Harry  Brady!” 

“Oh !  Lord !” 

He  was  terribly  frightened  now. 

All  Harry’s  plans  were  reversed. 

He  had  to  arrest  his  man  now  and  go  to  Old  King  Brady’s 
aid  afterward. 

But  he  did  not  hesitate. 

Seizing  his  prisoner’s  arm,  be  said: 

“You  come  with  me,  Gregg;  you  tried  to  kill  Old  King 
Brady  and  me  in  New  York,  but  I  guess  you  won’t  attempt 
it  again  in  a  hurry.” 

“Going  to  jug  me?” 

“Assuredly.  We  know  all  about  your  game  to  rob  the 
mail.  Mike  Nally  is  arrested  and  has  confessed.  So  you 
see,  all  the  lies  and  protests  you  may  attempt  won’t  do  any 
good.” 

Harry  conducted  the  man  downstairs. 

It  was  necessary  to  go  through  the  saloon  to  reach  the 


street  and  Young  King  Brady  thought  he  was  going  to  hav< 
some  trouble  with  the  saloon-keeper. 

But  the  sight  of  Harry’s  revolver  prevented  all  opposition 
to  his  exit  with  Gregg  and  not  a  word  was  said. 

In  the  street  he  met  a  policeman. 

The  patrolman  gazed  at  the  pair  curiously  and  the  sight 
of  the  handcuffs  on  the  prisoner  seemed  to  tell  him  that 
Young  King  Brady  was  a  detective,  for  he  asked  : 

“Arresting  that  man?” 

“I  am.  Will  you  run  him  in  for  me?” 

“Why  don’t  you?” 

%/  %/ 

“I  want  to  go  back  to  aid  my  partner;  he  is  in  trouble.” 

“Then  I’ll  take  charge  of  your  man.  What  has  he  been 
doing,  anyway?” 

“Robbing  the  mails.” 

“All  right.  Your  name?” 

“Young  King  Brady.” 

“What !  One  of  the  Secret  Service  Bradys  ?” 

“Yes.” 

“I've  heard  of  you.” 

“I’ll  come  around  to  the  police  station  when  I  get  my 
partner  out  of  his  trouble.” 

“All  right,  sir.” 

The  policeman  took  charge  of  the  prisoner  and  Harry 
hastened  back  to  the  saloon  and  ran  in. 

“See  here,”  said  he  to  the  startled  proprietor,  “you  are 
harboring  a  gang  of  crooks  in  your  place  and  they  are  intent 
upon  injuring  my  partner,  who  is  a  detective.  I  don’t  want 
to  make  any  trouble  for  you,  but  by  heavens,  if  I  meet  with 
any  opposition  here  I’ll  have  your  place  pulled  and  send  you 
to  jail  in  short  order.  Do  you  understand  that?” 

“Yair,”  said  the  startled  proprietor. 

“Now  I’m  going  down  in  the  cellar  to  get  my  partner. 
I  know  he’s  down  there,  and  I  want  you  to  light  a  candle 
and  come  down  with  me  as  a  guarantee  of  good  faith.  If 
you  refuse  I’ll  call  in  a  cop  and  have  you  pinched  right  away. 
Are  you  going  to  do  as  I  say?” 

“Yair,”  was  the  reply,  “but  I  didn’t  have  a  hand  in  any 
crooked  work  here.  I  ain’t  to  be  blamed  for  what  my 
patrons  do,  you  know.” 

And  he  lit  a  candle  and  cast  a  distrustful  glance  at  the 
revolver  Harry  held  in  his  hand. 

“Where’s  the  cellar  door?” 

“Over  in  that  corner  is  the  staircase.” 

“  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me  a  gang  of  crooks  could  carry  a 
bound  and  gagged  man  from  upstairs  dowm  through  this 
saloon  without  your  knowing  anything  about  it?  Bosh! 
You  are  in  thick  with  those  men  and  you  know  what  the  re¬ 
sult  will  be  if  you  fail.” 

“Yair,”  said  the  saloon-keeper.  “Come  on.” 

He  went  down  the  stairs  and  Harry  followed. 

They  emerged  into  a  dirty  cellar. 

Lying  on  the  damp  floor  amid  a  mass  of  broken  boxes, 
barrels,  ashes,  paper  and  filth  was  Old  King  Brady. 

He  could  neither  move  nor  speak,  although  he  was  con¬ 
scious.  ‘  % 

The  boy  cut  his  bonds  and  took  the  gag  from  his  mouth. 

He  rose  to  bis  feet,  pale,  aching  and  angry. 
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"How  did  vou  find  me, ’Harry?”  lie  asked. 

The  boy  told  him  and  said  in  conclusion : 

“You  fell  into  Dalton’s  hands,  I  see.” 

“It  happened  this  way.” 

And  he  detailed  his  adventures. 

The  saloon-keeper  now  asked  them : 

“Won't  you  come  np  and  have  a  drink,  gents? 

‘‘No,”  replied  Harry  sharply,  “but  we  will  quit  this  joint 
and  you  can  consider  yourself  lucky  that  I  don’t  put  you  in 
jail  for  helping  those  crooks.” 

They  went  upstairs. 

When  the  Bradys  reached  the  street  Harry  told  his  partner 
what  Nally  confessed  and  the  old  detective  was  pleased  to 
learn  that  Gregg  was  arrested. 

“Let’s  go  to  the  police  station,”  he  suggested.  “We  may 
find  out  from  Gregg  where  we  can  put  our  hands  on  the  rest 
of  the  gang.  With  Gregg,  Nally,  Tomkins  and  Daly  in 
jail  thus  far,  we  have  now  merely  to  run  down  Dalton,  Jones, 
Rice,  Monte  J ack  and  Carver  to  put  the  finishing  touch  on 
this  gang.” 

“As  the  whole  bunch  is  in  Chicago,”  replied  the  boy,  “we 
may  land  them  all  if  We  can  induce  Gregg  to  give  their  hid¬ 
ing  place  away.  They  will  get  word  of  our  raid  and  won’t 
return  to  that  saloon  again,  you  can  rest  assured.” 

They  soon  afterward  reached  the  police  station. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 


TWO  MEN  ON  A  CAR. 


The  detectives  had  a  well  defined  plan  of  action  arranged 
to  pump  some  information  out  of  Gregg  by  the  time  they 
reached  the  police  station. 

After  introducing  themselves  to  the  captain,  and  when 
thev  explained  their  mission,  he  sent  an  officer  back  to  the 
cells  with  the  Bradys. 

They  found  Gregg  restlessly  pacing  up  and  down  in  his 
cell,  a  prey  to  the  most  intense  nervous  anxiety. 

*  He  glared  ferociously  at  the  detectives  and  ciied  bitterly  . 
“I  see  you  saved  your  pal,  Harry  Brady  ?” 

“Yes,”  assented  the  boy,  “I  got  him  out  of  the  cellar  and 
we  have  called  to  see  you  with  a  view  to  getting  some  in¬ 
formation  about  your  pals.  We  want  to  get  our  hands  on 

them,  Gregg.” 

“Then  you’ve  come  to  the  wrong  person  for  news 
“On  the  contrary,  we’ve  come  to  the  right  one. 

“You  can’t  make  me  squeal,  Brady.  ’ 

“No  one  wants  to  force  you  to  do  anything,  Gregg 
[  “Then  why  have  you  got  the  gall  to  expect  me  to  speak 
about  my  friends  ?”  asked  the  prisoner  citrfously. 

“If  we  had  one  of  them  we  might  disprove  A  ally’s  claim 

tnat.  you  are  the  ringleader  of  the  gang. 
v  “I  heard  you  pinched  the  van  driver,  but  1  never  thought 

he  laid  everything  on  me.  ’ . 

|  “Then  you  are  willing  to  stand  for  all  the  blame,  eh?” 

“No,  J  "ain’t.” 
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“  ’'i  ou’11  have  to  unless  we  can  cop  one  of  your  pals,  who 
might  testify  that  Mike  Nally  is  a  liar.” 

Simon  Gregg  considered  a  few  moments. 

The  idea  that  the  detectives  were  trying  to  trap  him  into 
a  criminating  admission  flashed  across  his  mind  and  he 
suddenly  became  reserved  and  said: 

“  Say  !  What  kind  of  a  job  are  you  putting  up  on  me  now, 
Brady  ?” 

“We  ain’t  jobbing  you.  It’s  our  firm  belief  that  Dalton 
is  the  leader  of  your  gang,  and  we  want  to  prove  it,  for  the 
party  who  put  up  that  trick  to  rob  the  mails  is  the  one  who  • 
is  going  to  get  it  hardest  when  we  run  in  the  whole  bunch.” 

“Dalton  did  put  up  the  job.” 

,  “Where  can  we  find  him?” 

“I  don’t  know.” 

“Yes,  you  do,  but  you  don’t  want  to  give  him  away.” 

Gregg  made  no  reply. 

He  gave  the  detectives  an  odd  glance  and  walked  away 
from  the  iron-barred  door  abruptly  and  sat  down  on  his  cot. 

“Well?”  said  Harry,  impatiently. 

“I’ve  got  nothing  further  to  say,”  growled  Gregg. 

“Nonsense.” 

“You  only  want  to  pump  me.” 

“Very  well,  you’ll  get  the  worst  of  it.” 

They  left  him  after  that,  for  they  saw  that  no  amount 
of  coaxing  would  do  any  good,  and  left  the  police  station. 

The  Bradys  put  up  at  a  good  hotel. 

Several  days  were  spent  scouring  the  dives  of  Chicago 
after  that,  but  they  failed  to  find  any  of  the  gang. 

They  remained  under  cover. 

«/  v 

Two  days  later  Harry  received  a  letter  from  Clara  King 
in  answer  to  a  telegram  he  had  sent  her. 

Within  the  letter  was  a  folded  envelope  addressed  to  her, 
postmarked  from  Chicago.  , 

.  There  was  a  letter  in  the  enclosed  envelope  and  when 
Harry  took  it  out  and  glanced  at  the  signature,  he  saw  the 
name  of  Owen  Dalton. 

Clara’s  letter  said: 

“Dear  Mr.  Brady:  Your  telegram  was.,  duly  received 
and  in  reply  would  say  I  just  got  the  enclosed  letter  from 
Dalton.  He  is  evidently  in  Chicago.  I  was  glad  to  learn 
that  the  information  you  received  from  Mike  Nally  vindi¬ 
cates  Tom  Daly  of  the  charge  of  robbing  the  mails,  and  I 
hope  you  will  soon  capture  Dalton  and  his  gang  so  Tom  can 
be  discharged  from  custody.  The  poor  fellow  was  over¬ 
joyed  when  I  told  him  Nally’s  confession.  The  explanation 
of  the  mystery  surrounding  the  queer  disappearance  of  the 
mail  from  Tom’s  car  is  the  only  plausible  one  there  is,  and  1 
am  glad  it  came  to  light  at  last.  Hoping  you  are  having 
good  luck  and  with  best  regards,  I  am,  sincerely  yours, 

“Clara  King.” 

Dalton’s  letter  was  worded  thus: 

“Dear  Clara:  Owing  to  a  false  charge  made  by  two  fly 
cops,  who  are  persecuting  me,  I’ve  got  to  keep  shady  for  a 
’while.  Am  hiding  in  Chicago,  but  I  expect  to  return  b 
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Boston  pretty  soon  and  enjoy  the  pleasure  of  your  society 
again,  but  I’ll  have  to  wait  for  this  affair  to  blow  over  before 
I  venture  to  quit  this  place.  I  could  not  resist  the  tempta¬ 
tion  to  drop  you  a  line  and  assure  you  of  my  undying  affec¬ 
tion.  1  hope  you  will  seriously  consider  my  proposal  and 
marry  me  when  I  return  to  Boston.  You  said  you  didn’t 
care  what  my  record  was  and  I’m  taking  you  at  your  word. 
Of  course,  you  know  I  ain’t  one  of  the  best  men  in  the  world, 
but  I  can  assure  you  of  this :  That  no  matter  how  wicked  I 
may  have  been,  I  can  reform  and  become  a  respectable  man 
again  if  it  is  your  wish  for  me  to  give  up  the  hazardous  life 
1  now  am  leading.  For  your  dear  sake  I  would  do  almost 
anything.  My  fate  lies  in  your  hands.  Let  me  hear  from 
you  when  you  can  find  time  to  write  and  send  your  mail  in 
care  of  the  General  Delivery  here  and  I  will  be  sure  to  get 
it.  Hoping  this  letter  will  find  you  in  the  very  best  of 
health,  and  hoping  to  see  you  soon,  I  remain  yours  affec¬ 
tionately,  Owen  Dalton.” 

9 

Harry  handed  the  letters  to  his  partner  to  read  and  when 
Old  King  Brady  finished  perusing  them,  he  said : 

“By  the  aid  of  Dalton's  letter  we  may  now  locate  him.” 

“I  hope  so,”  laughed  Harry.  “You  refer  to  the  post¬ 
mark?” 

“Of  course;  it’s  stamped  Station  S.” 

“Then  it  was  mailed  in  that  district?” 

“Certainly.  We  must  scour  that  neighborhood.” 

“Very  well,  and  ‘if  that  plan  fails,  we  can  telegraph  Clara 
King  to  write  a  decoy  letter  to  Dalton  and  we  can  watch  the 
General  Delivery.  When  Dalton  comes  to  get  it,  we  can 
pounce  on  him  in  the  Post  Office.” 

The  detectives  we$t  off  and,  having  learned  the  boundaries 
of  the  postal  Station  S,  they  began  a  hunt  for  the  men  they 
were  most  anxious  to  arrest. 

Nightfall  found  them  on  Clark  street,  not  far  from  Lin¬ 
coln  Park. 

A  car  came  along  brilliantly  lighted  inside,  and  as  Harry 
glanced  up  at  it,  he  gave  a  low  cry,  grasped  Old  King  Brady’s 
arm,  and  exclaimed  excitedly: 

“See  there!”  <  ’ 

“What’s  the  matter?” 

“In  that  car.” 

The  old  detective  glanced  keenly  at  the  passing  car  and 
his  eyes  suddenly  rested  on  Walter  Pice  and  Bill  Jones. 

They  were  talking  to  each  other. 

“After  them  !”  panted  Harry,  starting  to  run. 

“We  cant  catch  that  car,  it’s  going  too  fast,”  said.  Old 
King  Brady,  hesitatingly,  but  he  nevertheless  ran  after 
Harry. 

The  car  was  going  very  fast. 

After  it  raced  the  detectives  for  several  blocks. 

The  car  kept  gaining  on  them,  but  they  persevered  dog¬ 
gedly  and  soon  had  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  it  stop. 

A  passenger  got  off. 

Brief  as  its  pause  was,  it  gave  the  detectives  a  chance  to 
gain  on  it  to  some  extent,  and  when  it  went  on  again  they 
had  drawn  quite  close  to  it. 

On  the  next  corner  a  lady  and  gentleman  stopped  it  to  get’ 


on,  and  as  the  Bradys  raced  on,  they  had  almost  reached  it 
when  the  conductor  rang  the  bell. 

Away  it  shot  from  them. 

“Hey!  Stop!”  shouted  Harry,  waving  his  arm. 

The  conductor  glanced  back  and  saw  them. 

He  promptly  rang  the  bell,  but  the  detectives  had  to  race 
after  it  another  block  before  it  paused. 

Both  were  winded  when  they  finally  jumped  aboard  and 
they  stood  panting  and  sWeatirtg  on  the  fear  platform  €or 
several  moments  to  recover. 

At  last  they  breathed  normally  again. 

Glancing  inside  they' saw  the  telegraph  operator  and  the 
old  bank  burglar  still  chatting  away  together. 

But  the  crooks  now  glanced  up  and  saw  them. 

Startled  cries  pealed  from  their  lips ;  they  glanced  at  each 
other  and  then  they  bounded  to  their  feet. 

“Look  out !  They  see  us  now,”  muttered  Old  King  Brady. 

Harry  darted  into  the  car  through  the  door. 

The/wo  crooks  rushed  for  the  front  of  the  car. 


— 'T-  —  tjk  -^491^1 

CHAPTER  XV.  .  *  . 

PICKING  Ur  SOME  PRISONERS. 

“Stop  or  I’ll  shoot !” 

Harry  gave  this  threatening  cry. 

The  boy  saw  the  crooks  intent  upon  alighting. 

Neither  one  paid  any  heed  to  his  order. 

Flinging  open  the  f  ront  door  with  a  bang,  they  leaped  out 
and  sprang  to  the  ground,  Jones  falling  and  rolling  over. 

The  motorman  tried  desperately  to  stop  his  car  just  as 
the  detectives  rushed  out  on  the  front  platform. 

“Can’t  stop  them,”  Harry  growled. 

Then  he  leaped  to  the  street,  his  partner  following. 

The  car  was  then  close  to  Webster  avenue. 

Jones*  had  risen  and  rushed  away  in  one  direction  and 
Rice  in  the  opposite  direction  and  Harry  shouted  to  Old 
King  Brady: 

“Chase  Rice.” 

“All  right.” 

“I’ll  follow  Jones.”  j** 

“Go  ahead.”-  | 

Separating,  they  dashed  away. 

Jones  ran  down  Webster  avenue  with  Harrv  in  hot  pur¬ 
suit. 

I  pon  reaching  Park  avenue,  the  burglar  turned  uptown 
and  sped  along  at  a  swift  gait. 

Suddenly  he  darted  across  the  street  and,  jumping  into 
the  Park,  he  disappeared  in  a  clump  of  bushes. 

Harry  followed. 

The  boy  beat  about  until  he  saw  the  man  again  darting 
away  among  the  trees  toward  Lake  Winston. 

The  crook  was  far  in  advance  and  the  boy  drew  his  pistol 
and  shouted: 

Jones,  il  you  don  t  stop  l  11  fire  at  you !** 
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"Two  can  play  at  that  game,”  retorted  the  crook,  as  he 
darted  behind  a  tree. 

The  next  moment  Harry  saw  the  gleam  of  a  pistol  and 
then  there  came  a  flash,  a  report,  and  a  bullet  whizzed  so 
close  to  the  box's  face  that  it  Stung  his  cheek. 

Harrv  fell  to  the  ground.  . 

»  c  • 

Sure  he  had  hit  the  boy,  Jones  laughed,  stepped  from  his 
covert  and  was  upon  the  point  of  darting  away  when  Harry 
aimed  and  tired  at  him. 

.  He  was  a  dead  shot.  < 


The  ball  liit  the  burglar. 

Jones  gave  a  yell  of  pain,  staggered  back,  dropped  his 
pistol  and  fell  writhing  on  the  grass. 

Up  jumped  Harry  and  ran  over  to  him. 

The  boy  first  secured  his  enemy’s  revolver  and,  having 
searched  the  groaning  villain  and  finding  no  more  weapons 
on  him,  he  exclaimed : 

"  Sorry  I  took  you  unawares,  Jones,  but  I  had  to  do  it  to 
get  the  best  of  you.” 

"You've  killed  me,  Bradv.” 

9 

"Humbug !” 

‘‘The  ball  is  in  mv  lungs.” 

O 

“Oh,  no;  I’ve  merely  winged  you.” 

“You  can’t  fool  me.  I  know.” 

“Let  me  see.” 

Harry  examined  him  and  found  a  flesh  wound  of  little 
^importance  in  the  old  rascal’s  side. 

But  he  did  not  let  him  know  how  trifling  it  was. 

On  the  contrary,  Harry  put  on  a  very  serious  expression 
and  said  to  the  man; 

“Badly  hurt.” 

“I  told  you  so.” 

“Keep  quiet  and  I’ll  court-plaster  it.” 

“Hurry  up  or  I  may  bleed  to  death.” 

Concealing  a  smile  on  his  face,  the  young  detective  dressed 
the  wound  and  handcuffed  his  prisoner. 

This  done,  he  caught  J ones  by  the  neck  and  said : 

“Get  up !” 

“No.  Send  for  an  ambulance.”  .  . 

“Move  or  I’ll  kick  you.” 

Bill  groaned  dismally. 

“You’re  a  brute,  Brady,”  said  he. 

“And  vou’re  a  coward.  It’s  only  a  flesh  wound.” 

“Go  on,  I  can  feel  myself  bleeding  internally.” 

Harry  pulled  him  upon  his  feet. 

“You  come  along  with  me !”  said  the  boy. 

“I  tell  you,  I’m  too  weak.” 

“Do  vou  want  me  to  boot  you  out  of  here?” 

“No.  You’re  a  heartless  wretch,  Brady.” 

“Come  on,  now !” 

And  he  dragged  his  prisoner  away. 

In  the  meantime  Old  King  Brady  had  gone  racing  after 
Bice  and  he  chased  the  man  down  Clark  street  to  North 
avenue,  thence  to  the  Lake  Shore  Drive  and  the  fugitive  ran 
out  on  a  pier  at  the  foot  of  Burton  Place. 

He  had  seen  a  rowboat  moored  there  and  when  he  ar¬ 


rived  opposite  tin*  skiff,  he  leaped  in,  cut  the  painter,  seized 
ID-  oars  and  rowed  out  toward  the  Breakwater.  I 


Old  King  Brady  paused  on  the  end  of  the  pier. 

He  had  no  means  of  following  the  telegraph  operator  and 
could  not  swim  else  he  might  have  dived  overboard  and  swam 
after  him.  • 

But  the  old  detective  had  a  pistol. 

He  drew  it  out  and  opened  fire  on  the  boat. 

Old  King  Brady  did  not  aim  to  hit  Rice, 

He  designed  to  perforate  the  thin  planking  of  the  skiff, 
make  it  leak  and  compel  the  boat  to  sink  under  the  fugitive. 

Bang  !  Bang  !  went  shot  after  shot. 

Each  bullet  tore  a  hole  in  the  boat  below  the  water  line 
and  the  water  poured  into  the  skiff  all  along  the  port  side. 

Rice  was  frantic. 

He  thought  Old  King  Brady  was  firing  at  him. 

Rowing  with  all  his  might,  he  tried  to  put  as  much  space 
as  possible  between  himself  and  the  detective. 

But  he  soon  saw  the  boat  filling. 

He  tried  to  bail  it  out  with  his  hat. 

Reloading  his  pistol,  Old  King  Brady  calmly  fired  another 
volley  at  the  boat,  opening  more  holes  in  the  side. 

Then  Rice  realized  what  he  designed  to  do. 

It  made  him  frantic. 

The  water  was  coming  in  so  fast  now  that  he  could  not 
stop  it  and  it  was  only  a  question  of  a  short  time  before  the 
skiff  would  fill  and  sink  beneath  him. 

A  panic  overwhelmed  the  man. 

He  stopped  bailing,  for  it  was  clearly  useless. 

“For  mercy’s  sake,  don’t  fire!”  he  }afiled. 

“Come  back  here,  then!”  said  the  detective  sternly. 

“You’ll  arrest  me  if  I  do.” 

“Of  course  I  will.” 

Rice  was  in  a  cold  sweat. 

He  did  not  know  what  to  do. 

But  he  was  soon  brought  to  a  decision. 

.  The  boat  having  filled  now,  went  from  under  him,  and 
he  suddenly  found  himself  ^struggling  in  the  water. 

Rice  could  swim  a  little. 

He  might  have  clung  to  the  overturned  boat,  but  he  feared 
it  would  not  sustain  him  and  struck  out  for  the  shore. 

A  quiet  smile  crossed  Old  King  Brady’s  face  as  he  stood 
on  the  pier  carefully  watching  the  man’s  struggles. 

The  pier  upon  which  the  detective  stood  being  the  nearest 
point  to  Rice,  he  was  compelled  to  swim  to  it,  although  he 

knew  that  arrest  awaited  him  the  moment  he  landed. 

* 

In  a  few  minutes  he  arrived. 

Old  King  Brady  wa*s  waiting  for  him. 

He  helped  the  man  to  climb  up  on  the  pier. 

“You’ve  failed  badly,”  said  the  old  detective.  “Why 
didn’t  }tou  submit  in  the  beginning  and  avoid  all  this 
trouble?” 

“I  haven’t  submitted  yet !”  growled  Rice. 

He  seized  the  detective’s  throat.  / 

Tightening  his  fingers,  he  tried  lo  strangle  Old  King 
Brady. 

The  veteran  detective  was  taken  bv  surprise,  but  did  not 
lose  his  self-control  for  an  instant. 

Reaching  out,  he  gripped  the  telegraph  operator,  lifted 
him  up  in  the  air  and  hurled  him  into  the  lake  again. 
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Down  sank  Rice. 

He  soon  came  up,  sputtering. 

Swimming  back  toward  the  dock,  lie  roared : 

“  I'll  give  in! .  I’ll  give  in  !” 

“Oh,  will  you?”  demanded  the  detective.  “Well,  I  won’t 
run  any  chances  with  you.” 

He  picked  up  a  piece  of  rope  and,  as  Rice  climbed  up  the 
piles,  he  slipped  a  noose  over  his  head. 

The  moment  It  ice  landed  on  the  pier  Old  King  Brady 
gave  the  line  a  jerk,  half  strangling  the  man,  and  pulled 
him  over  upon  the  planks  on  his  back. 

The  next  moment  he  bound  his  arms  to  his  sides. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

i 


“Hello,  Harry,  I  see  you’ve  got  Bill  Jones?” 

“Yes,  Old  King  Brady,  and  you’ve  got  Walter  Rice.” 

The  Bradys  met  in  the  police  station  with  their  prisoners 
and  these  were  the  greetings  that  passed  between  them. 

The  police  captain  took  up  his  pen. 

“What’s  the  charge  against  these  prisoners?”  he  asked. 

“They  are  mail  thieves,”  replied  Harry. 

The  captain  took  their  pedigrees. 

This  done,  he  said : 

“Search  them.” 

Harry  found  a  few  trifling  articles  in  his  prisoner’s 
pockets,  but  Old  King  Brady  was  more  fortunate  with  Rice. 

The  telegraph  operator  had  a  postal  card  in  his  pocket 
addressed  to  himself  in  care  of  the  Michigan  House. 

Pointing  at  the  address,  Old  King  Brady  asked  him 
abruptly : 

“Is  that  where  you  and  your  pals  were  hiding?” 

“Yes,”  said  Rice,  forgetting  for  an  instant  that  he  was 
betraying  Dalton,  Monte  Jack  and  George  Carver. 

When.  Bill  Jones  nudged  him  and  scowled  reprovingly, 
R  was  too  late  and,  in  a  bungling  effort  to  correct  the  error, 
Rice  blurted  out: 

“That  is,  that’s  where  I  alone  was  staying  some  time 
ago.” 

“Your  subterfuge  is  useless,”  dryly  said  the- detective. 
1  We  are  going  there  to  look  for  your  pals  anyway.  We 
made  a  desperate  effort  to  get  Gregg  to  tell  us  what  you  let 
bill  without  any  extra  exertion  on  my  part.” 

-  “I'm  a  fool!”  angrily  muttered  Rice. 

“  You’ve  given  our  pals  away,”  growled  Jones  sourly. 

“  It  can’t  be  helped  now.” 

“You  should  have  kept  your  mouth  shut.” 

“I  know  it;  too  late  to  kick  now.” 

“Lock  them  up,”  said  Harry. 

The  prisoners  were  put  in  the  cells  with  uglv  changes 
against  them  and  the  Bradys  departed. 

“  I f  we  defer  going  after  the  rest  of  the  gang,”  said  Harry, 
as  they  boarded  a  car,  “the  newspapers  will  publish  the  fact 


that  we’ve  arrested  Jones  and  Rice,  and  when  Dalton  and 
his  pals  see  it,  they  will  get  away.” 

“Where  is  the  Michigan  Douse?”  9 

Harry  handed  him  the  postal  card. 

Old  King  Brady  read  the  address  again,  took  a  fresh 
chew  of  plug  tobacco  and  began  to  meditate. 

Finally  he  remarked: 

“All  right; ; we’ll  go  for  them  to-night.” 

“It  may  be  wise  to  disguise  ourselves.” 

“That’s  easily  done.”  J 

They  rode  on  in  silence. 

Presently  they  left  the  car. 

Going  down  a  gloomy  little  by  street  toward  a  dim-burn¬ 
ing  lamp,  they  arrived  at  a  cheap  lodging  house. 

It  was  a  resort  for  hobos,  pan-handlers,  crooks,  and,  in 
fact,  all  the  riff-raff  of  the  citv. 

Rooms  could  be  hired  or  mere  beds  engaged  from  a  dollar 
down  to  ten  cents  a  night. 

Before  the  Bradys  went  in  they  made  themselves  up  to 
look  like  a  couple  of  tramps. 

Reaching  the  main  room,  in  which  the  office  was  located, 
the  Bradys  paid  for  a  room  and  lounged  around  smoking 
clay  pipes  and  examining  the  guests. 

Some  were  reading,  others  dozing,  a  few  were  playing 
cards  and  the  rest  were  smoking  and  talking. 

None  of  the  men  they  wanted  were  among  the  crowd,  but 
the  detectives  watched  for  them. 

“They  may  be  in  their  rooms,”  Harry  whispered  presently.' 
“How  are  we  to  find  out  where  they  are?” 

“By  inquiring.  Some  one  here  may  know  them.” 

“They  don’t  register  in  this  cheap  joint.” 

“If  they  did  we  would  have  no  trouble  to  find  the  rascals.” 
The  detectives  separated. 

Harry  approached  the  clerk. 

“A  man  named  Dalton  living  here?”  he  asked. 

“Don’t  know  any  one  of  that  name,”  was  the  reply. 

“Dalton  must  have  changed  his  name,”  thought  Harry. 
“What  sort  of  looking  fellow  is  he?”  queried  the  clerk. 
Harry  described  Dalton  minutely. 

The  clerk  pondered,  then  he  suddenly  said : 

“We  have  got  a  man  looks  like  that.” 

“What  room  is  he  in?” 

“Number  78,  sir.” 

“Any  one  with  him?” 

“Two ;  one  called  Jack  and  the  other  George.” 

“All  in  the  same  room?” 

“  No,  but  they  go  in  the  curly-headed  man’s  room.” 

“What  for?” 

“Gamble,  T  guess.” 

“Are  they  in  there  now?” 

“i  shouldn’t  be  surprised.” 

“Well,  that  man  can’t  be  my  friend.’’ 

The  clerk  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  looked  indifferent. 
He  did  not  care. 

R  oung  King  Bradv  joined  his  partner.  % 

“Found  them.”  said  he. 

“Where?” 

“Room  78.” 
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“Lot  us  see.” 

“Wait  till  the  elork  ain't  looking.” 

Wooden  partitions  that  only  rose  six  feet  from  the  floor 
divided  that  story  into  numerous  little  rooms  and  compart¬ 
ments. 

There  were  two  corridors  to  reach  them. 

At  the  first  chance  the  Bradys  slipped  unobserved  into 
one  of  these  passages  and  eyed  the  numbers  on  the  doors. 
Reaching  78,  they  paused. 

A  light  glowed  over  the  partition. 

oices  were  heard  accompanied  by  the  snap  of  cards. 

The  Bradys  recognized  the  voices  as  those  of  Dalton  and 
his  pals. 

“We  are  on  the  right  trail,”  whispered  Harry. 

“Hark  !  They  are  speaking.’/ 

The  detectives  listened. 

“I'm  getting  tired  of  this,”  they  heard  Dalton  say. 

“Well,  Rice  and  Jones  are  pinched,”  they  heard  Monte 
Jack  add  in  serious  tones.  “I  was  passing  the  police  sta¬ 
tion  to-night  and  saw  through  the* open  window  that  the 
Bradys  were  arraigning  them  before  the  captain.” 

“Chicago  is  getting  too  warm  for  us,”  Carver  remarked. 
“Why  not  clear  out,  then,”  suggested  Dalton. 

“I'm  with  you,”  replied  Jack. 

“And  so  am  I,”  added  Carver, promptly. 

“Either  Jones  or  Rice  might  blow  on  us,  boys.” 

“I  wouldn’t  trust  either  of  them,”  declared  Jack. 

“Me  neither,”  said  the  van  driver  emphatically. 

“See  here.  Carver.” 

“Well,  Dalton?” 

“Suppose  we  carry  out  your  plan  to-night?” 

“To  rob  the  St.  Louis  special?” 

“Yes.  It  can  be  done  by  vour  method.”  , 

O  V 

“I  know  it  can.” 

“Moreover,  we  are  hard  up  for  money.” 

“Well,  that  train  is  the  place  to  get  the  dough.” 

“Are  you  sure  she  carries  valuable  registered  parcels  ?” 

“I  met  an  old  friend  of  mine  to-day  who  is  connected 
with  the  Post  Office  and  he  told  me  that  she’s  going  to  have 
a  very  heavy  shipment.  There’s  a  fortune  in  it  for  us.” 

I  “We  can’t  afford  to  let  it  go  by.” 

“Xo,  indeed,”  added  Jack. 

There  was  a  long  interval  of  silence. 

Harry  opened  the  door  of  a  room  next  the  one  the  con¬ 
spirators  were  in,  glided  in  quietly  and  stood  upon  a  chair. 
Peering  over  the  top  of  the  partition  into  the  room  in 

which  thev  heard  the  three  men  speaking,  the  boy  shouted . 
«/ 

“By  thunder,  they’re  gone!” 

And  out  he  rushed  to  his  companion. 

“Gone?  Where?”  demanded  Old  King  Brady. 

“Open  the  floor  of  their  room  and  we  11  see. 

Thev  found  the  door  unlocked  and  rushed  in. 

The  room  was  empty. 

Another  door  in  the  partition  in  the  rear  explained  11k 
s^aning  mysterv'  and  they  passed  through  into  a  room  simi 

hr  to  Dalton’s  and  found  that  empty,  too. 

Out  in  the  corridor  they  hurried  and,  making  their  way 

to  the  office,  Harry  asked  the  clerk  : 


“Did  three  men  just  come  out?” 

“Yes,  and  went  downstairs  just  now.” 

Out-  hurried  the  detectives  to  the  street. 

They  gazed  around  in  quest  of  their  prey,  but  the  crooks 
had  vanished  from  sight  completely. 

Their  movements  had  been  very  rapid. 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

A  FURIOUS  STRUGGLE. 

When  the  St.  Louis  special  left  Chicago  that  night  the 
Bradys  were  aboard,  disguised  in  army  uniforms  and  wigs. 

Old  King  Brady  wore  a  false  beard  and  Harry  had  on  a 
brown  mustache. 

They  had  not  seen  anything  of  Dalton  and  his  friends 
when  they  left  the  Michigan  House  and  had  therefore  gone 
to  the  railroad  depot  and  boarded  the  train  which  the  vil¬ 
lains  designed  to  plunder. 

When  the  cars  were  well  under  way  Old  King  Brady 
chuckled : 

“Harry,  we’ve  got  them  cornered  now.  On  board  of  this 
train  there  will  be  no  escape  for  them.  Going  at  our  present 
rate  of  speed,  they*  would  not  dare  to  jump  off  when  we  face 
them.” 

“  We  can  pick  them  up  at  our  leisure,”  replied  the  boy 
with  a  smile.  “Let’s  look  over  the  passengers  and  spot 
them.” 

They  were  in  the  last  car  and  rose  to  their  feet. 

The  train  consisted  of  the  locomotive,  baggage  and  mail 
car  combined,  a  Pullman  sleeper  and  three  day  coaches. 

Yearly  all  the  seats  were  occupied  by  passengers. 

The  Bradys  went  forward. 

Scanning  every  passenger  in  the  coach,  they  reached  the 
front  door  without  seeing  their  prey. 

Then  they  passed  into  the  next  car. 

Here  the  same  result  met  them. 

With  a  feeling  of  disappointment,  they  passed  through 
the  third  car  without  seeing  any  of  the  thieves. 

“If  they  are  in  berths  behind  curtains  in  the  Pullman,” 
said  Harry  in  disgust,  “it  will  not  be  possible  for  us  to  see 
them.” 

“We  have  one  recourse  left,  though.” 

“And  what  is  that,  Old  King  Brady?” 

“In  order  to  put  their  plan  into  practice  they  will  be 
obliged  to  emerge  from  their  coverts  and  enter  the  mail 
car.  We  can  wait  in  that  car  for  them,  and  the  moment 
they  materialize  we  can  grab  them.” 

“You  encourage  me  again.” 

“Come  along  and  we  will  prepare  for  them.” 

They  went  through  the  sleeper,  but  could  not  see  any  of 
the  occupants  of  the  berths  on  account  of  the  curtains. 

The  end  door  of  the  mail  car  was  open  and  they  passed 
inside. 

ft  was  brilliantly  lighted  and  was  occupied  by  two  postal 
clerks. 
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1 T h •  y  were  busy  assorting  the  mail  for  quick  delivery  upon 


its  arrival  at  its  destination  and  glanced  at  the  detectives. 

“  No  admittance  here!”  said  one  sharply. 

The  detectives  displayed  their  badges. 

‘•Secret  Service  detectives,”  explained  Harry. 

“Ob,  that's  different!” 

“We  are  here  strictly  on  business.” 

“With  us?” 

“  Yes.” 

“Well,  what  is  it?” 

“We  found  out  a  plan  of  thieves  to  rob  you.” 

“Indeed !” 

“The  crooks  are  hidden  somewhere  on  this. train  now.” 

/ 

“  T  see.” 

“They  mean  to  get  your  registered  bags.” 

“We  are  armed  and  ready.” 

“That's  good;  and  we  are  here  to  aid  you.” 

“How  many  thieves  are  there?” 

“Just  three.” 

“What’s  their  scheme?” 

“  Don't  know  yet.  We  wish  to  warn  you.” 

“We  shall  be  on  the  alert,  Mr. — er - ” 

“We  are  the  Bradys.” 

“  Oh  !  We’ve  heard  of  you.” .  ^ 

“What’s  up  forward?”  ,  • 

“Baggage  department.” 

“Door  between  locked?” 

“No,  sir.” 

“Who’s  in  there?” 

“No  one.” 

The  Bradys  passed  through. 

Very  little  baggage  was  aboard  ;  it  consisted  of  a  few  small 
parcels,  one  flat  trunk,  a  couple  of  bicycles  and  a  baby  car¬ 
riage. 

The  detectives  examined  everything. 

“No  one  concealed  here,”  said  Harry  at  length. 

“Then  they  must  be  in  the  sleeper.”  / 

“Our  best  policy  will  be  to  remain  in  here  and  await  de¬ 
velopments.” 

Old  King  Bradv  assented  to  this  plan. 

Accordingly,  they  settled  down  on  some  boxes,  examined 
their  weapons  and  waited  for  the  beginning  of  trouble. 

An  hour  passed  by. 

Then  there  came  a  sudden  shock  to  the  train. 

Tt  seemed  to  rush  ahead  at  increased  speed. 

“What's  that?”  queried  Harry  in  surprise. 

“I  guess  the  engineer  is  putting  on  more  steam. ” 

“We  seem  to  be  going  very  fast.” 

Just  then  there  came  a  shout  in  the  mail  compartment. 

It  was  in  the  voice  of  one  of  the  mail  clerks. 

Then  a  voice  roared : 

“Home  here !” 

“Don’t  fire  I”  groaned  one  of  the  mail  clerks. 

The  Bradys  opened  the  door  and  peered  through. 

Two  masked  men  were  in  the  mail  car  and  were  march¬ 
ing  the  mail  clerks  out  to  the  rear  platform  at  the  points  of 
the  pistols  they  carried. 

“Jump  off!”  exclaimed  one  of  the  marked  men. 


“h  will  kill  us,”  replied  the  mail  clerk,  hesitating. 

“Jump,  or  we  will  fire  at  you  !” 

I  p  rose  the  masked  robbers*  revolvers,  and  before  tie* 
Bradys  bad  time  to  interfere,  the  mail  clerks  leaped  from 
the  car! 

The  detectives  now  saw  that  the  reason  the  mail  car  was 
going  so  fast  was  because  the  crooks  had  uncoupled  it  from 
the  sleeper  and  day  coaches. 

These  cars  were  fast  being  left  behind  on  the  tracks  and 
the  locomotive  was  pulling  ahead  at  a  furious  pace. 

It  amazed  the  detectives  because  the  engineer  and  fire¬ 
man  gave  no  sign  of  having  noticed  it. 

The  moment  the  unfortunate  mail  clerks  leaped  from  the 
train  the  two  crooks  rushed  into  the  car. 

Seizing  the  registered  mail  pouches,  one  of  them  eagerly 
bent  over  the  tags,  read  them,  and  exclaimed : 

“Here  they  are,  George!” 

“Are  you  sure,  Jack?” 

“Yes;  help  me  to  haul  them  forward;  we’ll  get  them  on 
the  tender  of  the  locomotive  and  drop  this  ear,  too.” 

“Dalton  went  over  the  roof  and  must  be  holding  up  the 
engineer  and  fireman  all  right.” 

They  seized  the  bags  and  began  to  pull  them  forward. 

The  Bradys  crouched  back  like  tigers  and  waited. 

No  sooner  were  the  crooks  well  within  the  compartment 
they  occupied  when  the  detectives  grabbed  them. 

Old  King  Bradv  had  hold  of  Carver  and  Harry  seized 

v_7  c /  %/ 

Monte  Jack,  but  he  tore  himself  free  and  recoiled. 

Both  shouted  with  amazement. 

“Resist  and  we’ll  shoot  you  !”  panted  the  old  detective. 

“Don’t  give  in  !”  yelled  Jack. 

Carver  struggled  furiously  and  Jack  dashed  out  the  for¬ 
ward  door  with  Harry  in  hot  pursuit. 

The  villain  grabbed  the  coupling  pin  while  clinging  to 
the  tender  and  pulled  it  out. 

For  an  instant  Harry  thought  he  was  going  to  lose  him 
and  made  a  frantic  snatch  at  the  man  just  as  the  two  cars 
separated,  and  the  locomotive  darted  ahead. 

The  young  detect ive’s  hand  came  in  contact  with  the 
crook’s  jacket  and  he  clung  to  it. 

Jack  was  torn  from  the  tender  as  it  shot  ahead. 

He  was  held  by  Harry  and  dragged  to  the  platform,  where 
the  young  detective  leaned  over  the  guard  rail. 

“Curse  you!”  the  thief  hissed  as  he  seized  the  bov,  “Til 
have  your  life  for  that !” 

“ Guess  again,”  replied  Harry,  as  he  fastened  a  vise-like 
grip  on  the  man's  throat. 

A  fearful  struggle  ensued  on  the  little  platform  as  the 
car  began  to  fall  behind  the  locomotive. 

To  and  fro  they  struggled,  all  Jack’s  energies  bent  toward 
hurling  the  boy  from  the  ear.  which  was  still  going  ahead 
fast  from  the  momentum  it  had. 

Locked  in  a  tight  embrace,  they  fell  to  the  floor. 

Here  the  fight  was  renewed. 

They  rolled  to  the  edge  of  one  of  the  steps  and  neither  one 
noticed  the  danger  until  suddenly  they  toppled  over  and 
began  to  slide  off. 
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Jack  made  a  desperate  effort  to  grab  the  iron  rail,  but 
missed  it  and  they  plunged  from  the  car. 

K  Down  they  went  in  the  gloom,  and  striking  the  ground 
with  a  fearful  shock,  they  were  separated  and  sent  spinning 
in  different  directions. 

The  mail  car  dashed  past  them. 

— 

jrt  *  *  ♦ 

B  .  CHAPTER  XVIII. 

CONCLUSION. 

Old  King  Brady  was  having  a  desperate  battle  with 
George  Carver,  but  he  finally  knocked  the  van  driver  down 
and  handcuffed  him. 

Then  he  rushed  up  forward  to  learn  how  Harry  fared. 

SThe  old  detective  reached  the  front  door  just  in  time  to 
see  the  boy  and  the  pickpocket  fall  to  the  ground. 

Seizing  the  brake,  Old  King  Brady  turned  it  with  all  his 
strength  and  the  mail  car  began  to  rapidly  slacken  speed. 

When  it  was  going  slow  enough  the  old  detective  alighted 
and  ran  back  to  see  what  became  of  his  partner. 

To  his  amazement  he  met  Harry  coming  toward  him  ap¬ 
parently  unhurt  and  when  they  met  he  cried : 

“Why,  Harry,  I  thought  you  were  badly  injured.” 
“Ain't  hurt  a  bit,”  replied  the  boy  cheerfully. 

“How  in  the  world  did  you  escape?” 

“Fell  on  top  of  Jack.  He  was  badly  cut  and  bruised  and 
he’s  senseless  up  the  track.  How  did  you  make  out  ?” 

“I  mastered  Carver  and  he  lies  handcuffed  on  the  car.” 
“God  for  you  !  Let’s  pick  up  Jack.” 

They  found  the  man  and  carried  him  to  the  mail  car,  and 
having  disarmed  and  bound  him,  they  placed  him  with 
Carver. 

Just  then  Old  King  Brady  happened  to  look  ahead  through 
the  open  door  of  the  car.  and  exclaimed  excitedly: 

“Here  comes  the  locomotive  back!” 

“Dalton  must  be  in  control.,, 

“We  can  lay  in  wait  for  him  outside.” 

“Very  well,”  assented  Harry.  “He  evidently  wondered 
why  his  friends  did  not  board  the  locomotive  with  the  reg¬ 
istered  mail  bags  and  escape  with  him.  No  doubt  he  is 
coming  back  to  investigate  the  matter.” 

They  alighted,  went  ahead  a  short  distance,  and  concealed 
themselves  in  some  bushes  near  the  track. 

Back  came  the  puffing  locomotive  until  it  arrived  near 

rthe  stationary  mail  car,  when  it  paused. 

From  their  place  of  concealment  the  Bradys  could  see 
that  Dalton  stood  in  the  cab  aiming  a  brace  of  revolvers  at 
the  engineer  and  stoker,  compelling  them  to  obey  him. 

Old  King  Brady  gave  Harry  some  hasty  instructions,  and 
they  glided  from  their  covert  and  approached  the  cab. 

Pausing,  they  each  aimed  a  revolver  at  the  weapons  Dal¬ 
ton  held  and  took  careful  aim. 

Both  were  magnificent  shots. 

“Now !”  said  Harry.  ' 
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Bang !  Bang !  went  the  two  shots,  blending  into  one 
report. 

Both  pistols  were  struck  and  flew  opt  of  Dalton’s  hands. 

It  was  an  exhibition  of  superb  marksmanship. 

Dalton  cried  out  with  surprise  and  alarm. 

In  a  moment  more  the  Bradys  were  in  the  cab,  increasing 
his  alarm,  and  he  started  to  retreat  to  the  tender  when  the 
detectives  sprang  forward  and  seized  him. 

There  was  a  short,  fierce  struggle. 

“It’s,  the  Bradys!”  groaned  Dalton,  recognizing  their 
voices.  , 

“We’ve  got  you  at  last!”  cried  Harry. 

The  engineer  and  fireman  sprang  to  the  detectives’  aid. 

In  a  few  moments  the  villain  was  overpowered,  bound 
and  lying  helpless  and  furious  upon  the  coal. 

“He  took  us  unawares  and  held  us  up  so  that  we  had  to 
obey  him  or  get  shot,”  explained  the  engineer. 

“We  are  detectives  and  have  been  after  him  for  some 
time,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “He's  a  mail  thief  and  de¬ 
signed  to  plunder  the  mail  car,  but  we’ve  baffled  him  and 
captured  his  two  pals.  They  are  lying  ’secured  in.  the  mail 
car  now.” 

“Well,  this  is  a  lucky  escape,”  remarked  the  stoker. 

“You’d  better  back  up,  couple  on  the  mail  car  and  then 
run  back  to  pick  up  the  rest  of  your  train,”  said  Harry. 

“Where  are  the  mail  agents?”  queried  the  engineer. 

“The  thieves  made  them  leap  from  the  car.”f 

“Poor  chaps,  they  may  be  killed !” 

The  locomotive  was  backed,  the  mail  car  was  coupled  on 
again  and  Dalton  was  put  with  his  pals. 

Then  the  train  backed  up. 

Some  miles  up  the  track  they  encountered  the  rest  of  the 
cars  and  found  the  passengers  and  crew  in  an  excited  frame 
of  mind.  Matters  were  explained. 

The  conductor  then  told  the  detectives  that  the  cars  had 
overtaken  the  mail  clerks  and  picked  them  up. 

Both  were  badly  battered,  but  suffered  no  mortal  injury. 

The  train  finally  proceeded. 

At  the  first  station  the  Bradys  and  their  prisoners  alighted 
and  when  the  St.  Louis  special  went  on  the  officers  boarded 
a  train  with  the  crooks,  bound  for  Chicago. 

In  due  time  they  arrived  there  and  incarcerated  the  pris¬ 
oners. 

Requisitions  were  sent  for  from  the  New  York  authorities. 

On  the  following  week  they  took  the  prisoners  to  Boston 
and,  having  gathered  the  entire  lot,  they  went  to  New  York, 
accompanied  by  Clara  and  Tom,  who  was  now  out  on  bail. 

The  Bradys  called  on  the  Postmaster,  gave  him  a  brief 
account  of  how  they  had  smashed  the  crooked  gang,  pre¬ 
vented  new  mail  robberies  and  imprisoned  all  the  crowd. 

He  warmly  congratulated  them  on  their  success. 

It  was  soon  afterward  that  Dalton  and  his  pals  were  put 
on  trial  and  the  evidence  of  Tomkins  and  Nally  was  pro¬ 
duced  and  convicted  them. 

Their  conviction,  of  course,  vindicated  Tom  Daly,  and  he 
was  honorably  discharged  from  custody  and  went  back  to  his 
old  position  as  mail  clerk. 
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It  is  safe  to  assume  that  he  was  afterward  married  to 
Clara  King. 

As  Gregg’s  true  character  had  been  exposed  to  Daisy 

t 

Howard,  she,  of  course,  gave  him  up. 

The  postal  authorities  were  more  than  pleased  at  the  man¬ 
ner  in  which  the  Bradys  exposed  the  mystery  of  the  man  in 
the  bag  which  made  that  mail  robbery  possible. 

Moreover,  it  pleased  them  to  know  that  such  a  dangerous 


gang  of  mail  thieves  was  put  out  of  business  and  would  no 
longer  menace  the  peace  of  the  Postal  Department. 

Satisfied  with  their  results,  the  Bradys  soon  became  inter¬ 
ested  in  other  Secret  Service  work. 

And  in  the  expectation  of  seeing  the  pair  again  involved 
in  the  task  of  unravelling  strange  mysteries  and  fighting 
their  way  through  other  exciting  adventures,  we  will  bring 
this  story  to  a  close. 


THE  END. 

.  i 
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154  Fred  Fearnot  Lost;  or,  Missing  for  Thirty  Days. 

155  Fred  Fearnot’s  Rescue;  or,  the  Mexican  Pocahontas. 

156  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  “White  Caps”;  or,  A  Queer  Turning  of 

the  Tables. 

157  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Medium;  or.  Having  Fun  with  the 

“Spirits.” 

158  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  “Mean  Man”;  or,  The  Worst  He  Ever 

Struck. 

159  Fred  Fearnot’s  Gratitude;  or,  Backing  Up  a  Plucky  Boy. 

160  Fred  Fearnot  Fined;  or.  The  Judge’s  Mistake. 

161  Fred  Fearnot’s  Comic  Opera;  or.  The  Fun  That  Raised  the 

Funds. 

162  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Anarchists;  or,  The  Burning  of  the  Red 

Flag. 

163  Fred  Fearnot’s  Lecture  Tour;  or,  Going  It  Alone. 

164  Fred  Fearnot’s  “New  Wild  West”;  or,  Astonishing  the  Old  East. 

165  Fred  Fearnot  in  Russia;  or.  Banished  by  the  Czar. 

166  Fred  Fearnot  in  Turkey;  or.  Defying  the  Sultan. 

167  Fred  Fearnot  in  Vienna;  or,  The  Trouble  on  the  Danube. 

168  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Kaiser;  or,  In  the  Royal  Palace  at 

Berlin. 

169  Fred  Fearnot  in  Ireland;  or.  Watched  by  the  Constabulary. 
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THE  JAMES  BOYS  WEEKLY. 

CONTAINING  STORIES  OF  ADVENTURE. 

These  stories  are  written  by  the  well-known  and  popular  Au¬ 
thor  D.  W.  Stevens,  whose  home  in  the  West  is  in  the  immediate 
vicinity  of  the  place  where  the  James  Boys  met  with  the  most  oi 
their  daring  adventures,  and  who  is  familiar  with  the  incidents  he 
so  ably  describes.  Ask  your  newsdealer  to  save  you  a  copy  of  THE 
JAMES  BOYS  WEEKLY  every  week/ 


LATEST  ISSUES: 

1  The  James  Boys;  or,  The  Bandit  King’s  Last  Shot. 

2  Chasing  the  James  Boys;  or,  A  Detective’s  Dangerous  Case. 

2  The  James  Boys  and  Pinkerton;  or,  Frank  and  Jesse  as  Detectives. 

4  The  Man  from  Nowhere,  and  His  Adventures  with  the  James  Boys. 

5  Jesse  James  and  Siroc;  or,  A  Detective’s  Chase  for  a  Horse. 

6  The  James  Boy9  in  Texas;  or,  A  Detective’s  Thrilling  Adventures 

in  the  Lone  Star  State. 

7  Sam  Sixkiller,  the  Cherokee  Detective:  or,  The  James  Boys’  Most 

Dangerous  Foe. 

8  Old  Saddlebags,  the  Preacher  Detective;  or.  The  James  Boys 

in  a  Fix. 

9  The  Double  Shadow;  or,  The  James  Boys  Baffled. 

10  Jesse  James’  Last  Shot;  or,  Tracked  by  the  Ford  Boys. 

11  The  Last  of  the  Band;  or,  The  Surrender  of  Frank  James. 

12  The  James  Boys  Tricked;  or,  A  Detective’s  Cunning  Game. 

18  Thirty  Days  with  the  James  Boys;  or,  A  Detective’s  Wild  Chase 
in  Kentucky. 

14  The  Masked  Horseman;  or,  The  Silent  Rider  of  the  Border. 

15  Mysterious  Ike;  or,  The  Masked  Unknown. 

16  The  James  Boys  at  Bay;  or.  Sheriff  Timberlake’s  Triumph. 

17  The  James  Boys  in  No  Man’s  Land;  or.  The  Bandit  King’s  Last 

Ride. 

18  Jim  Cummins  and  the  Detectives;  or,  Wild  Adventures  on  the 

Missouri. 

19  The  Ford  Boys’  Vengeance;  or.  From  Bandits  to  Detectives. 

20  Wood  Hite’s  Fate;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  Old  Log  House. 

21  The  James  Boys  Afloat;  or,  The  Wild  Adventures  of  a  Detective 

on  the  Mississippi. 

22  The  James  Boys  Lost;  or.  The  Detective’s  Curious  Case. 

23  Jesse  James’  Pledge;  or,  The  Bandit  King’s  Last  Ride. 

24  The  Man  on  the  Black  Horse;  or,  The  James  Boys’  First  Ride  in 

Missouri. 

25  The  James  Boys  in  Deadwood;  or,  The  Game  Pair  of  Dakota. 

26  Life  and  Death  of  Jesse  James,  and  Lives  of  the  Ford  Boys. 

27  Frank  James,  the  Avenger,  and  His  Surrender. 

28  The  James  Boys  Baffled,  or,  A  Detective’s  Game  of  Bluff. 

29  Pinkerton’s  Boy  Detectives;  or,  Trying  to  Capture  the  James  Boys. 

30  The  James  Boys’  Blunder;  or,  The  Fatal  Mistake  at  Northfleld. 

31  The  James  Boys  on  the  Road;  or,  The  Bandit  Kings  in  a  New 

Field. 


32  The  James  Boys’  Shadows;  or,  The  Nemesis  of  the  Bandits. 

33  The  James  Boys’  Signal  Lights;  or,  The  Cavern  of  Mystery. 

34  Jesse  James,  the  Midnight  Horseman;  or,  The  Silent  Rider  of  the 

Ozark. 

35  The  James  Boys  in  Danger; -or,  Carl  Greene  the  Detective’s  Cun¬ 

ning  Scheme. 

36  The  James  Boys’  League;  or,  Baffled  by  a  Keen  Detective. 

37  The  James  Boys’  Band  of  Ten;  or.  The  Red  Light  on  the  Bluff. 

38  The  James  Boys  Jailed;  or,  Carl  Greene  the  Detective’s  Clever 

Capture. 

39  The  James  Boys  in  the  Saddle:  or.  The  Highwayman  and  the 

Haunted  Mill. 

40  The  James  Boys’  Mistake;  or,  Carl  Greene  the  Detective’s  Clever 

Ruse.  ^  • 

41  The  James  Boys  in  a  Trap;  or,  Carl  Greene’s  Neatest  Trick. 

42  The  James  Boys  in  Arkansas;  or.  After  Confederate  Gold 

43  The  James  Boys  Knights  of  the  Road;  or.  The  Masked  Men  of 

Missouri. 

44  Quantrell’s  Old  Guard;  or,  The  James  Boys  in  Missouri. 

'45  The  James  Boys’  Island;  or.  Routed  by  a  Game  Detective. 

46  The  James  Boys’  Longest  Run;  or,  Chased  a  Thousand  Miles. 

47  The  James  Boys’  Last  Flight;  or,  Carl  Greene’s  Greatest  Victory. 

48  The  James  Boys’  Reckless  Raid;  or,  Sheriff  Timberlake’s  Blind 

Trap. 

49  Jesse  James  Avenged;  or,  The  Death  of  Bob  Ford. 

50  The  James  Boys’  Boldest  Raid:  or.  Foiled  by  a  Brave  Detective. 

51  The  James  Boys’  Treasure  Hunt;  or,  A  Thirty  Days’  Race  with 

Detectives. 

52  The  James  Boys  and  the  Dwarf;  or,  Carl  Greene’s  Midget  Detec¬ 

tive. 

53  The  James  Boys’  Ride  for  Life;  or,  Chased  by  Five  Detectives. 

54  The  James  Boys’  Fight  for  Millions;  or,  Carl  Greene  the  Detec¬ 

tive’s  Richest  Chase. 
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55  The  James  Boys’  Dead-Shot  Legion;  or,  The  Running  Fight  on  the 

Border. 

56  The  James  Boys’  Bold  Move;  or,  The  Game  That  was  Blocked  by 

a  Keen  Detective. 

57  The  James  Boys  as  Brigands;  or,  The  Bandits  of  the  Big  Blue. 

58  The  James  Boys’  Dash  for  Life  or  Death;  or.  The  Detective’s  Se¬ 

cret  Snare. 

59  The  James  Boys  in  Peril;  or,  Carl  Greene  the  Detective’s  Oath. 

60  The  James  Boys  and  the  Box  of  Diamonds;  or,  Scheming  for  Mill¬ 

ions. 

61  The  James  Boys  Among  the  Clouds;  or,  The  Bold  Detective’s 

Fearful  Plunge. 

62  The  James  Bovs’  Mystery;  or,  The  Bandit  Chief’s  Double. 
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A  Weekly  Magazine  containing  Stories  of  the  American  Revolution. 

Hy  harry  MOORE, 

accountof  ba,sed  .on  actual  facts  and  give  a  faithful 

“f ing  adventures  of  a  brave  band  of  American 

fov  the  s?ke^ 12£Z*Z*  ready  and  willing  to  imperil  their  lives 
Everv  nunfw fwn ilp^«g  ai0“>  the  gallant  cause  of  Independence. 
hnilll?  .  ab®r  ««-»*  of  32  large  pages  of  reading  matter, 
pound  in  u  beuutiiul  colorod  covsr, 


COMPLETE  LIST: 

1  The  Liberty  Boys  of  ’7d:  or,  Fighting  for  Freedom. 

2  The  Liberty  Boys’  Oath;  or,  Settling  With  the  British  and  Tories. 

3  The  Liberty  Boys’  Good  Work;  or,  Helping  General  Washington. 

4  The  Liberty  Boys  on  Hand;  or,  Always  in  the  Right  Place. 

5  The  Liberty  Boys’  Nerve;  or.  Not  Afraid  of  the  King’s  Minions. 

6  The  Liberty  Boys’  Defiance;  or,  “Catch  and  Hang  Us  if  You  Can.” 

7  The  Liberty  Boys  in  Demand;  or,  The  Champion  Spies  of  the 

Revolution. 

8  The  Liberty  Boys’  Hard  Fight;  or,  Beset  by  British  and  Tories. 

9  The  Liberty  Boys  to  the  Rescue;  or,  A  Host  Within  Themselves. 

10  The  Liberty  Boys’  Narrow  Escape;  or  A  Neck-aud-Neck  Race 

With  Death. 

11  The  Liberty  Boys’  Pluck;  or,  Undaunted  by  Odds. 

12  The  Liberty  Boys’  Peril;  or.  Threatened  from  all  Sides. 

13  The  Liberty  Boys’  Luck;  or,  Fortune  Favors  the  Brave. 

14  The  Liberty  Boys’  Ruse;  or.  Fooling  the  British. 

15  The  Liberty  Boys’  Trap,  and  What  they  Caught  in  It. 

16  The  Liberty  Boys  Puzzled;  <5r,  The  Tories’  Clever  Scheme. 

17  The  Liberty  Boys’  Great  Stroke;  or,  Capturing  a  British  Man-of- 

War. 

18  The  Liberty  Boys’  Challenge;  or,  Patriots  vs.  Redcoats. 

19  The  Liberty  Boys  Trapped;  or,  The  Beautiful  Tory. 

20  The  Liberty  Boys’  Mistake;  or,  “What  Might  Have  Been.” 

21  The  Liberty  Eoys’  Fine  Work;  or,  Doing  Things  Up  Brown. 

22  The  Liberty  Boys  At  Bay;  or,  The  Closest  Call  of  All. 

23  The  Liberty  Boys  on  Their  Mettle;  or.  Making  It  Warm  for  the 

Redcoats. 

24  The  Liberty  Boys’  Double  Victory;  or.  Downing  the  Redcoats  and 

Tories. 

25  The  Liberty  Roys  Suspected;  or.  Taken  for  British  Spies. 

26  The  Liberty  Boys’  Clever  Trick;  or.  Teaching  the  Redcoats  a 

Thing  or  Two. 

27  The  Liberty  Boys’  Good  Spy  Work;  or.  With  the  Redcoats  in 

Philadelphia. 


28  The  Liberty 

dywine. 

29  The  Liberty 

30  The  Liberty 

31  The  Liberty 

32  The  Liberty 

33  The  Liberty 

34  The  Liberty 

35  The  Liberty 

36  The  Liberty 

Cause. 


Boys’  Battle  Cry;  or,  With  Washington  at  the  Bran- 

Boys’  Wild  Ride;  or,  A  Dash  to  Save  a  Fort. 

Beys  in  a  Fix;  or,  Threatened  by  Reds  and  Whites. 
Boys’  Big  Contract;  or,  Holding  Arnold  in  Check. 
Boys  Shadowed,  or,  After  Dick  Slater  for  Revenge. 
Boys  Duped;  or.  The  Friend  Who  Was  an  Enemy. 
Boys’  Fake  Surrender;  or.  The  Ruse  That  Succeeded. 
Eoys’  Signal;  or,  “At  the  Clang  of  the  Bell.” 

Eoys’  Daring  ''Work;  or,  Risking  Life  for  Liberty’s 


37  The  Liberty  Boys’  Prize,  and  How  They  Won  It. 

38  The  Liberty  Boys’  Plot;  or,  The  Plan  That  Won. 

39  The  Liberty  Boys’  Great  Haul;  or,  Taking  Everything  in  Sight. 

40  The  Liberty  Boys’  Flush  Times;  or,  Reveling  in  British  Gold. 

41  The  Liberty  Beys  in  a  Snare;  or,  Almost  Trapped. 

42  The  Liberty  Boys’  Brave  Rescue;  or,  In  the  Nick  of  Time. 

43  The  Liberty  Boys’  Big  Day;  or,  Doing  Business  by  Wholesale. 

44  The  Liberty  Boys’  Net;  or,  Catching  the  Redcoats  and  Tories. 

45  The  Liberty  Boys  Worried;  or,  The  Disappearance  of  Dick  Slater. 

46  The  Liberty  Boys’  Iron  Grip;  or,  Squeezing  the  Redcoats. 

47  Jhe  Liberty  Boys’  Success;  or,  Doing  What  They  Set  Out  to  Do 

48  The  Liberty  Boys’  Setback;  or,  Defeated  but  Not  Disgraced 

49  The  Liberty  Boys  in  Toryville;  or,  Dick  Slater’s  Fearful  Risk 

50  The  Liberty  Boys  Aroused;  or,  Striking  Strong  Blows  for  Liberty 

51  The  Liberty  Boys’  Triumph;  or,  Beating  the  Redcoats  at  Their 

Own  Game. 

52  The  Liberty  Boys’  Scare;  or,  A  Miss  as  Good  as  a  Mile. 

53  The  Liberty  Boys’  Danger;  or,  Foes  on  All  Sides. 

54  The  Liberty  Boys’  Flight;  or,  A  Very  Narrow  Escape. 

55  The  Liberty  Boys’  Strategy;  or,  Outgeneraling  the  Enemy. 

56  The  Liberty  Boys’  Warm  Work;  or,  Showing  the  Redcoats  How  to 

Fight. 

57  The  Liberty  Boys’  “Push”:  or.  Bound  to  Get  There. 

58  The  Liberty  Boys’  Desperate  Charge;  or,  With  “Mad  Anthony” 

-at  Stony  Point. 

50  The  Liberty  Boys’  Justice,  and  How  They  Dealt  It  Out. 

60  The  Liberty  Boys  Bombarded;  or  A  Very  Warm  Time. 
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SECRET  SERVICE 

OLD  AND  YOUNG  KING  BRADY,  DETECTIVES. 

PRICE  5  CTS.  32  PACES.  COLORED  COVERS.  ISSUED  WEEKLY 


LATEST  ISSUES: 

72  The  Bradys  in  a  Trap;  or,  Working  Against  a  Hard  Gang. 

73  Over  the  Line;  or.  The  Bradys’  Chase  Through  Canada. 

74  The  Bradys  in  Society;  or.  The  Case  of  Mr.  Barlow. 

75  The  Bradys  in  the  Slums;  or,  Trapping  the  Crooks  of  the  “Red 

Light  District.” 

76  Found  in  the  River;  or,  The  Bradys  and  the  Brooklyn  Bridge 

Mystery. 

77  The  Bradys  and  the  Missing  Box;  or,  Running  Down  the  Rail¬ 

road  Thieves. 

78  The  Queen  of  Chinatown:  or,  The  Bradys  Among  the  “Hop” 

Fiends. 

79  The  Bradys  and  the  Girl  Smuggler;  or.  Working  for  the  Custom 

House. 

80  The  Bradys  and  the  Runaway  Boys;  or,  Shadowing  the  Circus 

Sharps. 

81  The  Bradys  and  the  Ghosts;  or,  Solving  the  Mystery  of  the  Old 

Church  Yard. 

82  The  Bradys  and  the  Brokers;  or,  A  Desperate  Game  in  Wall  Street. 

83  The  Bradys’  Fight  to  a  Finish;  or.  Winning  a  Desperate  Case. 

84  The  Bradys’  Race  for  Life;  or,  Rounding  Up  a  Tough  Trio. 

85  The  Bradys’  Last  Chance;  or,  The  Case  in  the  Dark. 

86  The  Bradys  on  the  Road;  or.  The  Strange  Case  of  a  Drummer. 

87  The  Girl  in  Black;  or.  The  Bradys  Trapping  a  Confidence  Queen. 

88  The  Bradys  in  Mulberry  Bend;  or,  The  Boy  Slaves  of  “Little  Italy.” 

89  The  Bradys’  Battle  for  Life;  or,  The  Keen  Detectives’  Greatest 

Peril. 

90  The  Bradys  and  the  Mad  Doctor;  or,  The  Haunted  Mill  in  the 

Marsh. 

91  The  Bradys  on  the  Rail;  or,  A  Mystery  of  the  Lightning  Express. 

92  The  Bradys  and  the  Spy;  or,  Working  Against  the  Police  Depart¬ 

ment. 

93  The  Bradys’  Deep  Deal;  or,  Hand-in-Glove  with  Crime. 

94  The  Bradys  in  a  Snare;  or,  The  Worst  Case  of  All. 

95  The  Bradys  Beyond  Their  Depth;  or,  The  Great  Swamp  Mystery. 

96  The  Bradys’  Hopeless  Case;  or,  Against  Plain  Evidence. 

97  The  Bradys  at  the  Helm;  or.  The  Mystery  of  the  River  Steamer. 

98  The  Bradys  in  Washington;  or,  Working  for  the  President. 

99  The  Bradys  Duped;  or,  The  Cunning  Work  of  Clever  Crooks. 

100  The  Bradys  in  Maine;  or,  Solving  the  Great  Camp  Mystery. 

101  The  Bradys  on  the  Great  Lakes;  or.  Tracking  the  Canada  Gang. 

102  The  Bradys  in  Montana;  or.  The  Great  Copper  Mine  Case. 

103  The  Bradys  Hemmed  In;  or,  Their  Case  in  Arizona. 

104  The  Bradys  at  Sea;  or,  A  Hot  Chase  Over  the  Ocean. 

105  The  Girl  from  London;  or,  The  Bradys  After  a  Confidence  Queen. 

106  The  Bradys  Among  the  Chinamen;  or,  The  Yellow  Fiends  of  the 

Opium  Joints. 

107  The  Bradys  and  the  Pretty  Shop  Girl;  or.  The  Grand  Street  Mys¬ 

tery. 

108  The  Bradys  and  the  Gypsies;  or,  Chasing  the  Child  Stealers. 

109  The  Bradys  and  the  Wrong  Man;  or.  The  Story  of  a  Strange  Mis¬ 

take. 

110  The  Badys  Betrayed:  or,  In  the  Hands  of  a  Traitor. 

1-1  The  Bradys  and  Their  Doubles;  or,  A  Strange  Tangle  of  Crime. 

112  The  Bradys  in  the  Everglades;  or,  The  Strange  Case  of  a  Summer 

TourisA 

113  The  Bradys  Defied;  or,  The  Hardest  Gang  in  New  York. 

114  The  Bradys  in  High  Life;  or.  The  Great  Society  Mystery. 

115  The  Bradys  Among  Thieves;  or.  Hot  Work  in  the  Bowery. 
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THE  STAGE. 

BOY 8  OF  NEW  YOUR  l  XI  •  tlEN’S  'OKE 

-the  latest  jokes  used  by  the 
tie  bonk  °  ai '^teur  minstrels  is  complete  without 

-  *  v,rS’Yf  01  XKW  Y°I‘K  ST l  MP  SPEAKER. — 
"  ‘  ‘  ^ ' \  a^onment  ot  stump  speeches.  Negro,  Dutch 

,j  aniateifrlsh"I\vsS  Jokes*  Ju®t  the  thill»  for  home  amuse- 

,XEW  V0UK  MINSTREL  GUIDE 
DOl-K..  -Sometmc  :  new  a  W  very  instructive,  '  Ev-Vv, 
...u  obtain  this  book,  as  it  contains  full  instructions  for  of- 
i  amateur  minstrel  troupe. 

Hft  ^  LD9pX  s  JOKES-  ripy  is- one  of  the  most  original 
l  Vooks  ever  published,  and  it  is  brimful  fifVit  and  humor"  It 
■Km tarns  a  ,arge  collection  of  songs,  jokes.,  conundrums,  ■  etc.,  of 
•  Muldoon,  the  great  wit.  humorist  and  practical  joker  of 
the  wo  .  Ci'ery  boy  who  can  enjo\  a  good  substantial  joke  should 
Mbtain  a  copy  immediately.  ,  ■  J 

So.  .9.  HOW  TO  BE(  OME(  AN  ACTOR. — Containing  com' 
rn.uf!-nf.rkoTi  t0  np-  f°r  ^various  characters  <m  the 


No.  SO.  Ot  S  WILLIAMS  JOKE  fiTVQK. — Containi 

I«#si  jokes  ane 


•  i  •  - m  *  ci i  louo  s-uaiaapris  on  me 

irage;  together  with  the  dunes  of  the  Stage  Manager,  Prompter, 

rcJ.UK  A- 1  £  U  «n<Uv  Uvya.nryra-.m-nr  Stage  Man'h&srl 


No.  31.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAKER.— Containing  iw- 
teen  illustrations,  giving  the  different  positions  requisite  to  bee 
a  good  speaker,  reader 'a  mi  elocutionist..  Also  containing  gems  C  o 
all  the  popular  authors  of  prose  and  poetry,  arranged  in  the 
simple  and  concise  manner  possible.  * 

No.  49.  TIOW  TO  DEBATE.— Giving  rules,  for  conducting  > 
bates,  outlines  for  •fl<-bates,  questions  for  discussion,  and  the  i  ■-< 
sources  for  produrifi^  information  on  the  questions  given. 

C  '  SOCIETY. 

No.  3.  HOW  TO;  f  EIRT.— The  arts  and  wiles  of  flirtation  • 
fully  explained  by  this  little  book.  Besides  the  yarious  methods 
handkerchief,  fan,  glove,,  parasol,  window  and  hat  flirtation,  it  cos 
tains  a  full  list  of  the  language  and  sentiment , -of  flowers,  whiclc  •* 
interesting  to  everybody,  boil)  old  and  young.  You  cannot  be  tur 
without  one.  iV  ' 

No.  4.  HOW 

little  book  just  . _ _ _ _ _ 

(ions  in  the  art  of  dancing,  ejBifjnCtlo  in  the  .ballroom  and  at  par 
how  to  dress,  and  full  directions*  for  calling  off  in  all  popular  sqt  • 

No.  5.  HOW  TO  MA KEN-LOVE.— A  compete  guide  to  i 


TO  DA^CE  4s  the  title  of  a^ew  and  band;, 
issued  jToUsey.  It  contains  full  inst.r 

I  tl  1  u  0*1  niifi  t  i  A  i  n  t  h  a  1-.  n  11  nAo  tv,  n  nr)  n  f  r~\  o  v- 


'  ,Mr 


>lorec 


anecdotes  and  ftgniy  stories  of  this  world'-renDWmjut-inmj  .  .  . 

•;ar  German  comedian.  Six  tv- four,  pages;  handaoWe.C  ■  Nfi-  1,7*  WOW  TO  DRESS.— Containing  full  instruction  : 

:  .er  containing  a  half-tone  photo  of  the  author, A  “  ' >A1'^  0 f. dressing  and  appearing  well  .at  home  and  abroad  givers, 

■  v~ *  v » selections  of  colors,  materia k- and  how  to  have  them  made  up. 

'  ..Q&oj  18:  HOW7  .TO  ;  BECOME;  BEAUTIFUL. — One  of 
,,  ...  brightest  and  most  valuable  little  books  ever;  given  to  the  wt . 

Containing  Everybody  wishes  to  knoArffiow  .to  become  beautiful,  both  male  . 

female.  The  "secret.-,  is  siihple,  and  almost  costless,  'Read  thfo 
and  be  convinced  how  to  become  beautiful. 


housekeeping. 

now  TO  KEEP  A  WINDOW  GARDEN.- 


- - — ;  .  "  "  viniu/in'i, — uuuiaiuiiig 

■uii  instructions  for  constructing  a  window  garden  either  in  town 

Is  for  raising  beautiful 
at  home.  •  Tne  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever  pub- 

■ished. 

TO  COOK. — One  of  the  most  instructive  books 
2>i  eook.ag  ever  published.  It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats, 
I  -  r  /uc  oysters;  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes  and  all  kinds  of 
I ?  ^ol  a  grand  collection  of  recipes  by  one  of  our  most  popular 

.  No.  o  KEEP  HOT  SC. — It  contains  information  for 

^■jrerybody ,  boys,  girls,  men  and  women  ;  it:  will  teach  you  how  to 
pfaake  aimost  anything  around  the  house,  such  as  parlor  ornaments 
brackets,  cements,  Aeolian  harps,  and  bird  lime  for  catching  birds’. 

K  ELECTRICAL. 

¥  No%  40.,  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELECTRICITY,— A  de~ 
jjr  *gcnption>'df  the  wonderful  uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism  ; 

■  :oget;  -  r  with  full  instructions  for  making  Electric  Toys,  Batteries, 
i-sfc.  By  George  Trebel,  A.  M.,  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  il- 

■  lustrations, 

t  .No-  64  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL  MACHINES.— Con- 
7  ill  directions  for  making  electrical  machines,  induction 
i.erjamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked  by  electricity. 
A  R.  Bennett.  Fully  illustrated. 

67.  HOW’  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  a 
collection  of  instructive  and  highly  amusing  electrical  tricks, 
-  vith  illustrations.  By  A.  .Anderson. 

ENTERTAINMENT. 

■l  No  9.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST.  By  Harry 
Kennedy.  The  secret  given  away.  Every  intelligent  boy  reading 
|his  boo  of  instructions,  by  a  practical  professor  (delighting- multi- 
Udes  every  night  with  his  wonderful  imitations),  can  master  the 
trt,  and  ,  eate  any  amount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the 
fcreates'  --ook  ever  published/  and  there’s  millions  (of  fun)  in  it. 
m  No.  20.  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVENING  PARTY. — A 
r;.  -  able  little  book' ‘just''  published-.  A  eontplstfc  eompefidium 

games,  sports,  caifd  diversions,  comic  recitations*  etc.,  suitable 
■r  parlor  or  drawing-room  entertainment* .  It  conta-j-as  more  for  thh 
o..-  >,n  any  book  published. 

No.  35.  HOW' TP  PLAY  GAMES. —  A  complete  and  useful  little 
'Ok>  ‘-on raining  the  rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle, 
ickgammon.  croquet,  dominoes,  etc.  '  ■ 

.  No.  36  HOW  <T0  SOLVE-  CONUNDRUM S.-J-Contain ing  all 
be  leading  conundrums  of  the' day,  apausiUg  ’riddles,  curious  catches 
•id  wittv  sdyingSi  ;  v  ,,:N; 

No.  52.  HOW  TO  PLAY  CARDS.— A  complete  ‘anti  "handy  little 
ok.  g  ng  the  mles  and  full  d-irednohsvfor  playing  A’rib-' 

A  - 4io,  Forty-five,  Rv\mce,  Pedro  S::ncho,  IU;irVI;  ‘Poker,? 
n  P;rr-h..  All  Fours  and  mnny.  pfhVr  popular  games  of  cards. 
66  HOW'  TO  DO  PI  ZZLES/rAfContaining  over  three  bun-- 
a*- resting  puzzles  and  conundrij-ins  with  key  to  same.  A 
wo;  -  iook.  Fully  illustrated.  A.  Apderspn. 

HOW  TO  DO  IT;  OR,  BOOK  OF  ETIQUETTE— It 
'  secret,  and  one"  that  every  young  man  desires  to  know 

There’s  happiness  in  it.  yo 

f  lOW  7  0"  BEHAVE Cbnthining  (he  ruk-s  apd  eti- 

good  so- b*ty  and  tne  easiest l^rirjT'  pio^t  approved  methods 

•  at  parfe&s,  ba|j^J'he  theatre,  church 

-  .rawing- room.  -. 

Duel  Apyi u  . 

how  to  kectFe  and  Hook  of  recitations. 

th*  jnriftt  popular  seleVt  fbhs  in  iis<»,' comprising  Dutx-h 


■  BIRDS  AND  ANIMAdl. 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS. — Handsomely  illustrated  •  - 
containing  full  instructions  for  the  management  and  training  q£  1 
canary,  mocking  •  d,  paroquet,  par 

No.  39.  HOW  TO  RAISE  DOGS,  POULTRY,  PIGEONS  A 
RABBITS. — A  useful  and  instructive  book.  Handsomely  Sir-, 
trated.  By  Ira  Drofraw. 

No.  40.  HOW’  TO  MAKE  AND  SET  TRAPS.— Including  Mi  u. 


on  how  to  catch  moles,  weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  and  A  , 


Also  how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously  illustrated.  By  J.  Harris  c 
Keene. 

No.  50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS.— A 
able  book,  giving  instructions  in  collecting,  preparing,  mount Au; 
and  preserving  birds,  animals  and  insects. 

No.  54.  HOWr  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE  PETS. — Giving  . 
plete  information  as  to  the  manner-and  method  of  raising, 
taming,  breeding  and  managing  all  kinds  of  pets;  also  givW 
instructions  for  making  cages,  etc.  Fully  explained  by  t 
eight  illustrations,  making  it  the  most  complete  book  of  th&  f  •  ’ 
ever  published. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

No.  8.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SCrENTIST.—A  nsetul 
structive  book,  giving  a  complete  treatise  on  chemistry ;  akv  -i 
periments  in  acoustics,  mechanics,  mathematics,  chemistry..  ?...  .> 
directions  for  making  fireworks,  colored  fires  and  gas-  bah 
I  his  book  cannot  be  equaled. 

No.  14.  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY. — A  complete  hand  bool 
making  all  kinds  of  candy,  ice  cream,  syrups,  essences,  etc.  etc. 

No.  19.  FRANK  TOUSEY’S  UNITED  STATES  DISTAL' 
TABLES,  POCKET  COMPANION  AND  GUIDE. — Giving  - 
official  distances  on  all  the  railroads  of  the  United  States  u.-. 
Canada,  Also  fiabl^  of  distances  by  water  to  foreign  ports  . 
fares  m  the  principal  citle^  reports? ^ -of  the  census,  etc.,  etc.,  msj 
it  one  of  the  most,  co.mpiete  and  handy  books  published. 

No.  38.  IIQWTTO  BECOME  VOiIr  OW’N 'DOCTOR. — A  we* 
derful  book,  containing  useful  -and  practical  .information  ■  d 
treatment  of  -ordinary  diseases  and  ailments  common  -o  >r- 
faidily.  Abounding  in  useful  .and  effective  recipes  toi  gen  •»!  . 

pTatnt-S'.'  ■ 

No.  55.  COLLECT  .  STAMPS  AND  COINS.-  V 

taming  valuable; iix|6rmation  regarding  the  collecting  and  arrav 
of  stamps  and  coins.  ITandsomelv  illustrated. 

No.  58.  I-IOW;  TO  BE  A  DETECTIVE.— By  Old  King  Ur. 
the  world-known  ^etectiye.  In  which  he  lays  down  some  viluj 
and  sensible  rilled  for  beginners,  and  also  .relates .Aome  nJveni 
am,  experiences  of  well-known  detectives. 

.  No.  W/  imwDTO^ECQME  A  PHOTOGRAPHER.-  . 

-i-eg  useful  mfo.r^.ti<;^:  regarding  the  Caihera  qml  fiov.  o  -  •*. 
also  how-  to  Photographic  Magic  Lantern  Slide:,  .  • 

1  raiisparepcies.-  Handsomely  illustrated.  By  Captair  W.  Da  0 
Abnev  "v  -v, ;  ■ 

/;••  ,)«•  yojV'To  BRCOsih  a  west  poiiT  u-:  c,  • 

CADJH  .  rUoitt hiring  .full  explanations  how  to  sain  admitta  •• 
course  of  ^tudy?-  .Examinations,  .Duties;  Staff-  -of  Officer*,  i- 
(.uarxl.  Police  R^iuI^Opn^  Fire  Department,  end  all  a  boy  gin 
know  to  be  a  UnaeL  V%nplied  and  written  by-Lu  Senareos  «!-. 
of  “How  to  Be<‘o#ne  "a- .Naval  'CadctV’  T 

No.  03.  HOW  TO'BK(vQ’.VlE  A  NAVAL  CADE'l.  -Comp:; !  - 

structions.  of  how*  th-'  Tain  admission  to  the-  Annapolis 
Academy.  Also  .containing  the  Coujrse  of  instruction,  deachs 
of  grounds  and  buildings  historical  sketch,  and  everythin* 
should  know  to  became  an  officer  in-. '(he  United- State*  Nmyy 


./  j£ii  p/  f  tjI i fi  ii-o*.  i’omprising  l/titcpi  snoi’Ki  unovv  iQr  iMivumo  mi  oiwoor  tu.-  in*.1  I / r ? ■  t *  * ;  otn>.»r;^c  W % vy 

;  *  ’  Ya  -  d  .  '  bnieci :  pi- ‘U  ,,  together  .,  piled  and  written  by  Lu  Seuarehtt.  tint  c* 

hr.  f  mtmtutjrA  ffcaobigM  .  '  V^CKt  Point  MiHt  AV|',.  Cadet.’- 

T  c  10  CENTS  EACH,  OK  3‘ .  FOIL  CENTS, 
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